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In an instant the hall was swarming with Chinamen. Every one had a big revolver, and. they 
crowded about the young detective and his companion and headed them off 
in their retreat. "Highbinders!" gasped Harry. 
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THE BRADYS' TRIP TO CHINATOWN: 

OB, 

Trailing an Opium Fiend. 



BY A NEW YORK DETECTIVE. 



CHAPTER I. 

A MIDNIGHT CALL WHICH TOOK A STRANGE TURN. 

"This must be the place, Harry," remarked the old gen- 
tleman as the automobile drew up before the door of one 
of the handsomest of the many palatial mansions on upper j 
Fifth Avenue, New York, opposite Central Park. 

"Evidently it is," replied the young, well-groomed fel- 
low who occupied the seat with him. "The chaff eur knows 
his business, of course." 

Mr. Chaffeur had stopped the auto now and the pair 
stepped i0ut. 

"This is Mr. Merrilove's," he said, pointing to the" bouse. 
"As you are expected you have nothing to do but to ring 
the bell. I don't like to leave the machine." 

"That is all right," replied the old gentleman, and ac- 
companied by his companion he ascended the steps. 

The old gentleman's dress was somewhat peculiar. 

He wore a long blue coat of antique cut with brass but- 
tons in the style of sixty years ago. 

A high stand-up collar and an old-fashioned stock match- 
ed the coat very closely. A high crowned white felt hat 
with an unusually broad brim put the finishing touches to 
his appearance, all combining to make him a marked man. 

And, indeed, such was the case, for the old gentleman 
was none other than Old King Brady, the best-known de- 
tective in America, whose fame has of late became so extend- 
ed that it would be difficult to find a professional criminal 
in any city in the country who had not heard of the man. 

With him was Young King Brady, his partner and pu- 
pil — Harry, as he is named. 

It was midnight, and the great detectives had been sum- 
moned from their house on Washington Square to attend 



Mr. Marcus Merrilove, a young man but just over his ma- 
jority, whose millions ran up high if rumor had it right. 

All New York knew Marcus Merrilove. 

His father, from whom he had inherited his great wealth, 
had been one of the railroad kings of twenty years ago, who, 
dying when his only son and heir was but a boy, had left 
him all he possessed. 

From time to time the papers had noted the progress of 
young Merrilove's career. 

When he came into his property there was a great stir 
in society, as he was a great catch for any girl. 

All of this class were disappointed, however, for the fol- 
lowing June the young multimillionaire astonished everyone 
by publicly marrying one "Madame F^abe^,'' the lead- 
ing danseuse of the reigning comic opera sensation. 

The wedding had been one of the most elaborate affairs 
of its kind that New York had ever witnessed, and the 
happy couple had cut a wide swath at Newport during 
the summer. 

But the summer was now over; this was October, and now 
the Bradys were ringing Mr. Marcus Merrilove's bell by re- 
quest. 

It looked a little — just a little — as if the famous Merri- 
love marriage had not turned out to be altogether a suc- 
cess. 

"What do you suppose he can want to see us for, Gover- 
nor?" asked Harry, as they stood waiting a response to the 
old detective's ring. 

"Haven't the faintest idea," replied Old King Brady. 
"You are at liberty to imagine anything from a diamond 
robbery to a request that we look up Madame Florabella's 
lost poodle. But here comes someone. Now we shall soon 
know." 

The door was opened by a stately butler, who upon reeeiv- 
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injy the name at once showed the detectives into an elegantly 
furnished library. 

Mr. Merrilove will attend at once, gentlemen," he Baid. 

He eyed the Bradys curiously, and then bowed and with- 
drew. 

In a few moments a young man of pleasing appearance 
and athletic build entered. 

He was a decidedly good-looking fellow, yet there was 
a look of intense melancholy upon his handsome face. 

"Gentlemen, I thank you for your promptness," he said, 
after having carefully closed and • fastened the door be- 
hind him. "Yon received my letter of yesterday, of course." 

"Certainly. That is why we are here," Old King Brady 
replied. "Your letter requested that we hold ourselves in 
readiness for a midinght call." 

"Exactly. I did not anticipate it would come so soon, 
however. Be seated, please. What I have to say will 
occupy but a few moments." 

"Take your time," said Old King Brady. "I judge you 
are in trouble. Nothing will be gained by haste." 

"And yet time may be precious to us, as you will under- 
stand when I have told my story. You have read of my 
wedding last June, Mr. Brady. You are aware that I mar- 
ried a ballet dancer, I presume." 

"I know just as much as the public generally know of 
your private affairs, Mr. Merrilove, and no more." 

"Exactly; and no doubt you think me as big a fool as 
the public generally regards me. But I want to prefix my 
story by stating that I married my wife because I loved her, 
and that I still love her, in spite of the terrible trouble she 
has brought upon me. I believe her to be in the hands of 
desperately bad people, from whom she is unable to break 
away. I believe that she loves me and that personally she is 
as good and pure as I believe her to be; in short " 

Here Marcus Merrilove, overcome by his emotions, broke 
down and shed tears. 

As he sat there in the midst of his elegant surroundings 
he looked the picture of despair. 

Old King Brady promptly came to the rescue. 

"My hoy," he said, "for you are nothing but a boy to 
me, you want to brace right up. If what you believe is 
true then you owe it to your wife to be manly and firm, 
and help her in her trouble. If, on the contrary, you are 
unfortunately mistaken, and Mrs. Merrilove is not worthy 
of the love and confidence you repose in her, why, the sooner 
you know it the better for all concerned." 

"Yes," replied Marcus — such was his boyish appearance 
that we propose to call him by his first name — "that is just 
the way I reason the matter out. "And yet I have nobody 
but myself to blame. Inez- — that's my wife — warned me 
. when I first became infatuated with .her. Three times she 
refused me, but I persisted. She told me that I would find 
myself up against it, just as I have. It has all come out 
true." 

"And what is the trouble?" inquired Old King Brady, 
in the same kindly tone. 

"It arises from the mysterious absences of my wife, Mr. 



Brady. She has repeatedly left our home at night, and re- 
mained absent for a length of time varying from five or six 
hours to two or three days. She departs with no other 
warning than suddenly informing me that she imtst go, 
and she comes back when she gets ready, looking like a 
shadow, and often remains in bed for a considerable time 
afterward. As I stated, she warned me before our marriage 
that she would he obliged to go away thus. She made me 
solemnly swear never to make any allusion to the matter, 
and I have kept my word; but it has been hard — terribly 
hard — and I feel that I can endure it no longer. I must 
know where she goes, and why. I cannot play the spy upon 
her myself, and so — and so— — " 

"And so you want us to do it for you," said Old King 
Brady, finishing the sentence that Marcus seemed unable to 
complete." 

"That's it." 

"Well, we are willing now to get down to details." 
"There are none, Mr. Brady." 

"It may seem so to you, hut not to us. Answer my ques- 
tions, please." 

"Anything I can tell you I will. You have been highly 
recommended to me, and I have determined to put myself 
in your hands." 

"Very good. Mrs. Merrilove has gone out to-night?" 

"Yes." 

"State the circumstances under which she left the house." 

"Well, I wanted her to go to the opera with me, but she 
declined. She Fair! she had a headache and intended to re- 
tire early. She did not seem to care for my society — it is 
always so just before she makes one of these trips — so I 
went to my billiard room and was amusing myself as well 
as I could, knocking the balls about, when she suddenly en- 
tered dressed for the street, in the plainest garments she 
owns and informed me that she was going out. I kissed 
her good-night, and saw her in the hired coupe which she 
always uses when she takes these trips, and that is the 
last I saw of her, and the last I may see of her for two or 
three days." • " 

"Or she may be back to-night?" 

"Not to-night. She may turn up in the morning. She 
never yet came back the same night." 
"Does she return in the coupe?" 
"Never. Always on foot." 

"And the servants, I presume, have commented Upon 
all this?" 

"I presume they do among themselves. She never makes 
any secret of her comings and goings. What do you sup- 
pose it can all mean, Mr. Brady? Where do you suppose she 
can have gone?" 

"My dear sir, one can imagine anything in a case like 
this. What we want to get at is the truth." 

"That's just it." 

"What hour did she leave?" 

"About half-past eleven. I sent the auto to your house 
at once, as I said I would do in my letter." 

"Very well. We will take the matter right in hand." 
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"There is nothing that can be done to-night, I suppose?" 
"I am not sure of that. I have not got through with 
my questions yet." 
"Very well; go on." 

"How about Mrs. Merrilove's jewels? She has a good 
supply of them, I suppose?" 

"Mrs. Merrilove's jewels would sell for over two hun- 
dred thousand dollars at auction, Mr. Brady." 

"What style of jewelry does she select for these trips?" 

"None at all. She never wears any." 

"Where are her jewels at the present time?" 

"The greater portion of them are in her private box 
in the safe deposit company, the remainder are in a small 
safe in her bedroom." 

"Have you the combination to the safe?" 

"Oh, yes, I believe I have it written down somewhere, but 
I could not think of opening the safe. I never intrude upon 
Mrs. Merilove's private affairs. That was the bargain be- 
fore we married. She has her suite of rooms and I have 
mine adjoining. She does exactly as she pleases in every- 
thing." 

"So I see; still, if we are to take the case you must place 
yourself entirely in my hands and do exactly as I sav." 
"And you insist upon seeing the jewels in the safe?" 
"I do." 

"Then I must yield, for I am determined to learn the 
truth. By the way, I have a confession to make." 

"One moment. About this coupe. How is it sum- 
moned — from a livery stable by telephone?" 

"Yes; that concerns my confession." 

"Very good. Confess." 

"I went as far as the livery stable to-night in my auto 
when it started for your house. I left a note for the coupe 
driver asking him to call here on his return. In the note 
I mentioned that it would be worth a hundred dollars for 
him to do so." 

"Ah, I see! You have already begun the detective work." 

"I thought you would probably want to ta]k with the 
man." 

"I shall be glad of the chance. Now for the safe." 

"Follow me, please, gentlemen," said Marcus, and the 
Bradys arose and passed out into the hall. 

At the same instant a key was heard entering the night 
latch of the front door. 

"Heavens! What does this mean?" exclaimed Marcus. 
"Nobody has a key to that latch except Mrs. Merrilove and 
myself." 

The words were scarcely uttered when the door opened 
and a woman dressed almost entirely in black walked in. 

"In^z!" cried Marcus darting forward. 

The woman threw aside a veil which almost concealed 
her features, and waved him back. 

"Stop!" she cried. "You have broken our agreement. 
You have brought detectives into this house. I know 
them! They are tha Bradys! Choose between them and 
me!" , 



CHAPTEK II. 

THE FIRST CLEW. 

It was a most embarrassing situation for the Bradys. 

Harry hardly knew how to act, but Old King Brady, 
whose experience covers almost any emergency possible, was 
quite equal to the occasion. 

"Your wife, Mr. Merrilove?" he said, bowing to the 
lady. 

"My wife." 

"Evidently she does not understand the* case. Madam, 
permit me to explain." 

"You can explain nothing to me," said Mrs. Merrilove, 
frigidly. "I am talking to my husband, sir." 

"You are talking at cross purposes. We called here to 
give your husband a bit of secret information regarding cer- 
tain securities in which he is interested. Evidently you seem 
to imagine that our business with him concerns yourself. 
Good-evening, Mr. Merrilove. If you will call at my office 
to-morrow we will continue our conversation if you wish 
to continue it, although as a matter of fact there is nothing 
fur£her to say." 

Marcus was dumb. 

The lady started to make some answer, but checked her- 
self. 

Without another word the Bradys withdrew. 

There was a coupe at the door, and the driver looked at 
the detectives in a half-frightened way. 

As we have mentioned before, everybody knows the 
Bradys. 

Evidently this coupe driver was no exception. 
"She came back as she went, in the coupe," whispered 
Harry. 

"Wait," said the old detective. He walked right up to 
the man. 

"You know me, driver?" he asked. 
"You are Old King Brady." 
"Exactly. Mr. Merrilove sent for you." 

"Yes, boss. That's why I came, but " 

"Did you bring the lady back?" 
"No."" 

"You came because you received Mr. Merrilove's note?" 
"Yes, boss." 

"Very well. He cannot see you to-night. We will ride 
with you." 
"But " 

"We will ride with you, and you are to -take us where you 
took the lady," said the old detective, sternly. 

He threw open the door and entered the coupe with 
Harry. 

The driver immediately started his horse down the 
avenue. 

"Is this a safe move, Governor?" Harry asked. 
"Perfectly," was the cool reply. "A client of mine was 
robbed in this fellow's cab two years ago. I have had deal- 
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ings with the man before. But for me he would now be in 
Sing Sing. If I chose to open my mouth he might find him- 
self theie yet." 

"That alters the case. Well, what do you think of it all?" 

"Why, Harry, I couldn't begin to judge in a case like 
this. It is certainly mysterious enough." 

"The woman seems to have been tipped off about our 
coming." 

"Tipped off about the letter her husband wrote us more 
likely. She thought she would , throw a bluff at him, and 
she has succeeded. I'm sincerely sorry for the poor fellow. 
He is up against it good and hard." 

"Do you know anything about the woman?" 

"Nothing. She came up in the theatrical world since 
my time." 

"Well, that is the advantage of having a youthful part- 
ner. I happen to know that she had a husband before this 
one." 

" She was known as Madam Florabella. Very likely Mer- 
rilove knows that, too." 
"He may." 

"Who was her husband?" 

"French Louis, the confidence man." ' 

"He is dead?"' 

" So it was reported. I doubt it." 
"And why?" 

"Because I saw a fellow most marvellously like him on 
Broadway the other day." 

"Pshaw! His kind look so much alike. Do you want to 
swear that it was French Louis ?" 

"No." 

"Then post yourself or drop it. Who told you that this 
Frenchman was the husband of La Florabella?" 
"Oh, that was common rumor." 

"Which goes for nothing. But our man is stopping." 
"Third Avenue and 59th street," said Harry, looking 
out of the window. 
The Bradys alighted. 

"Is this the place where you brought the lady?" Old 
King Brady asked. 
"It is, boss." 

"She left your coupe here?" 
"Yes, boss." 

"Do you bring her here every time you drive her out?" 

"I never brought here here before, Mr. Brady. She al- 
ways goes to a different place." 

"Yes, yes! And what did she do after she left?" 

"Went up to the elevated station, same as she always 
does." 

"And that is all you know about her movements?" 
"Every blessed thing. I swear it, Mr. Brady." 
"All right. That's enough." 

"Hold on," said the driver. "The letter said something 
about a hundred dollars." 

"I didn't write the letter," snapped Old King Brady. 
"Go to the man who did." 



The Bradys then took the elevated and went downtown, 
crossing at Eighth street to their home. 

"We have been well fooled to-night," remarked Harry. 
"We have had our labor for our pains." 

"Don't you believe it," replied the old detective. "That 
boy is an honorable, big-hearted fellow. He will do the 
right thing. We shall surely hear more of this mysteri- 
ous case." 

The next the Bradys heard of it came in the form of a let- 
ter received the following morning. 

As Old King Brady opened it a check for $500 dropped 
out. 

The letter read as follows : 

"Dear Mr. Brady. — Owing to the unexpected turn my 
affairs have taken, I think it best to drop the matter for 
the present. I enclose what seems to me a liberal compen- 
sation for vour trouble. 

"Thanking you for your promptness in responding to my 
request, I am, yours truly, M. Merrilove." 

"There! You see," exclaimed Old King Brady. "It is 
as I told you. For the present the deal is off, but we shall 
hear from the husband again, surest thing." 

"What made yon ask to look at that woman's jewels?" de- 
manded Harryw 

"Don't know," replied Old King Brady. "The thought 
came into my head, that's all." 

And so the matter ended for the time being. 

Next day the Bradys received a call from the Far West. 

They were gone a month and on their return they found 
a note from Marcus Merrilove awaiting them. 

It merely asked that he be informed of their return, as 
he wished to see them. 

Old King Brady promptly telephoned the Merrilove man- 
sion. 

The butler answered the call. 

He stated that Mr. Merrilove was away, and had gone 
without leaving any other address than his Wall street 
banker's. 

"Perhaps Mrs. Merrilove can tell where he is," replied the 
detective. "It is very important that I should see him as 
soon as possible." 

This was merely a bait. 

It brought immediate returns. 

"Mrs. Merrilove has been away for three weeks," an- 
swered the butler. "She went before Mr. Merrilove. The 
house is closed." 

"The Merriloves have evidently been having an inter- 
esting time of it," said the old detective in repeating the 
answer to Harry. "We shall have to wait until something 
turns up. 

It turned up that day week. 

Arriving at his office one morning Old King Brady found 
Marcus Merrilove waiting in the passage. 

The young millionaire was 1 carelessly dressed, and his face 
wore a gaunt and haggard look. 



THE BRADYS' TRIP TO CHINATOWN. 



S 



"Ah, good-morning," he said. "You see I am back to the 
Bradys with my troubles." 

"It is a good place to come," replied Old King Brady. 
"Walk in." 

"Your partner is not here?" said Marcus, dropping into 
a chair. 

"No; he is busy on a case which he expects to finish up 
to-day." 

"Is it a matter of importance?" 

"On the contrary, it is a matter of little importance." 

"You are busy, too?" 

"No." 

"You can take up that matter of mine?" 
"I see no reason why I should not. Things are no bet- 
ter?" 

"They are a great deal worse." 

"Your face shows it. You have been drinking heavily of 
late." 

Marcus turned red. 

"You are very blunt, Mr. Brady," he said. 

"I am an old man. I would give you a warning word." 

"Well, I need it. I shall go to the dogs entirely unless 
something is done. The whole wretched business is bound 
to come out, and I never can stand it. If it does I shall 
put a bullet into my head." 

"Nonsense! You are no such fool. Even if it comes to 
divorce, what then? Others try that remedy and seem to 
get along very well." 

"Not for me. But never mind all that. I want your 
help. Mrs. M. is gone again." 

"She has been gone some time?" 

"How did you know?" 

"Telephoned your butler yesterday, and was so informed." 

"We are supposed to be traveling together, but I haven't 
left New York, Mr. Brady. I have been wandering about in 
my old clothes trying to learn something of Inez. I have 
slept in all kinds of queer places. I — well, I'm making 
too much of it. It is enough to say that I never knew 
what New York was till now." 

"New York is a very remarkable city, Mr. Merrilove," 
said Old King Brady, gravely. "Very few do know it, al- 
though many think they do; but now let us come down to 
business. Tell me all that has happened in the matter since 
our visit to your house." 

"Well," said Marcus, "the affair was patched up that 
night. She accepted your explanation, and for a week or 
so things went on as usual. Then Mrs. M. disappeared for 
two days." 

"In the same way?" 

"Just the same." % 

"And then?" . • 

"She returned and was sick for three or four days. At 
the end of the week she went out again and I have not 
heard of her since." 

"This is very serious. What did you do?" 

"Wrote you and called here first of all. When I found 
you were away I started in to see what I could do my- 



self. I have been almost crazy. I shall do something des- 
perate if this business isn't settled soon." 
"Do you think she can be dead?" 

"That is what worries me. She may have been seized 
with one of her sick spells while away, and died. Just the 
same she was alive the middle of last week." 

"How do you know that?" 

"I saw her walking down the Bowery from the window 
of an elevated train." 
"Srae?" 

"I could swear to it. I left the train at Grand Street, 
and hurried back to see if I could find her, but it was 
no use." 

"How did she look?" 

"Much as usual as near as I could see. I didn't get a good 
look at her. Her clothes were shabby, though." ' 
"So are yours." 

"I know it! I never- was used to taking care of my own 
clothes. I don't know what my valet would think if he 
could see me now! It is so very strange, Mr. Brady. Here 
am I worth millions of dollars, and I am wandering about 
New York like a tramp, and my wife going about the same 
way." 

"It is certainly very remarkable. Now, as I understand 
it, you want me to take right hold of the case." 
"As soon as possible." 

"Well, that means now. I am at your service." 
"What is to be our first move?" 

"Have you a key to Mrs. Merrilove's box in the safe- 
deposit vault?" 

"No, it is in her own name." 

"That is unfortunate. I would like much to see the in- 
side of that box." 

"I don't see how it can be arranged." 

"It can't be without making a stir. We will take up the 
case where we laid it down. You shall open the little safe 
in Mrs. Merrilove's room." 

"I did that after she left." 

"Her jewels were all safely there?" 

"Of course, I have no means of knowing what she put 
thera, but there were a great many expensive pieces of 
jewelry in the safe." > 

"I would like to see them." 

"And you shall. Call this evening." 

"Why not now, instead of losing another day?" 

"I want to get elearied up. I am ashamed to return 
home as I am." 

"As you will." 

"I'll go! My valet shall take me in hand. I don't care 
what the servants think." 

"Very well. We will start at once," 

They went uptown on the Third Avenue elevated, and 
crossed over to the Merrilove mansion. 

The butler stared hard when he met his master in the hall 
— he came running upstairs when he heard the latch-key 
enter the lock — but he was too well-trained a servant to ex- 
press any surprise. 
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"I'm back again, Burns," said Marcus. "Is there any 
news?" 

"None, sir." 

"I understood from Mrs. Merrilove's last letter that she 
would reach town before me. Has she arrived?" 

"She has not, sir. I have not seen Mrs. Merrilove since 
you went away." 

"Very good. Have a bottle of Boderer sent up to my 
room. I have particular business with this gentleman. We 
shall remain there for a while." 

Burns bowed and withdrew. 

Marcus now led the way to the sumptuous apartments on 
the floor above. 

"This is my wife's room," he said, opening a door and 
ushering Old King Brady into the front chamber. "Wait 
till I can get outside a glass of champagne and we will tac- 
kle the safe." 

The wine made its appearance in a moment, but Old King 
Brady declined it. He was anxious to get down to work. 

"May I ask why you are so anxious about these jewels?" 
inquired Marcus. 

"I couldn't tell you," replied the detective. "It was 
merely an idea. I always act upon my ideas." 

"We will see what comes, of this,, then," said Marcus, 
and he proceeded to open the safe, producing the drawer 
which contained the jewelry. 

There were about ten pieces altogether. 

With scarce an exception they were combination pieces, a 
large colored stone surrounded by small diamonds. 

Old King Brady after looking them all over selected a 
sunburst pin with a huge ruby for the center piece. 

"Did you buy this for Mrs. Merrilove?" he asked. 

"I did," replied Marcus. "It was specially imported for 
me by Tiffany. It cost me over five thousand dollars." 

"Indeed! You will be surprised when I tell that the 
center stone is false." 

"That ruby! Never. That's where the value lies." 

"It is false, Mr. Merrilove. Take this emerald breast- 
pin, now-. How much did that cost?" 

"Twenty-five hundred." 

"The emerald is false and so is that sapphire ring." All 
three stones are doublets." 
"But it can't be!" 

"It is, young man. I know my business. I do not doubt 
that you paid for the real thing and got it. The stones 
have- since been removed and doublets substituted." 

"And the diamonds?" 

"Are genuine. But what do they amount to? All are 
small stones." 

"True. But what can it mean?" 

"Oh, well," said Old King Brady. "It's the old story. 
You have been grossly deceived." 

"Never!" cried Marcus. "My wife is as true as steel! 
Why should she do this thing? If she had asked me for 
hundred thousand dollars she would have got it and never 
a question asked." 



"Can't help it," said Old King Brady. "Those stones 
are false, and that is our first clew." 



CHAPTER III. 

OLD KING BEADY MAKES A START ON THE MEERILOVE CASE. 

Seated in Marcus Merrilove's bedroom Old King Brady, 
having listened patiently to a long description of the absent 
Mrs. Merrilove's virtues, took up the ball again. 

"Now, let us look this matter squarely in the face," he 
said. "I take those pieces of jewelry. Such rubies and 
emeralds don't float around the New York market very 
long without attracting the attention of someone. They are 
bound to shed light on this mystery. Will you place them 
in my 'hands?" 

"Certainly," replied Marcus. "You have them, keep 
them as long as you wish." 

" Very good. Now I'm going to ask you a leading ques- 
tion. Did you ever suspect your wife of smoking opium?" 

"Never!" 

"You are aware that many professional people are ad- 
dicted to the pipe." 

"Yes. I have heard so." 

"It is a habit which once acquired is almost never relin- 
quished. Allow me to look over such photographs of your 
wife as you have." 

"I have a great many of them. I have her album in whiqh 
all her professional pictures aTe kept." 

"Let me see it." 

The album was produced and Old King Brady studied 
the photographs for a long time, also others of later date. 

"Well, what do you see in her face?" demanded the in- 
fatuated Marcus. "Isn't she a beautiful woman?" 

"She certainly is." 

"Do you see anything to make you suspect that she is an 
opium fiend? That is what you are looking for, of course." 

"To be frank with you, I see much in her earlier pictures 
to confirm my suspicions. In those taken since her marriage 
I see nothing at all." 

"What, for instance?" 

"It would be hard to explain to you, and could do no 
good, for it may be only my imagination. Now, Mr. Merri- 
love, I will suggest that you take a trip to Chinatown to- 
night with the Bradys. Not that I expect to find your wife 
there, but we may meet others who formerly knew her. 
Ah! Someone calling on your telephone. It may be my 
partner. I left word at the office tlrfi I was coming here." 

Marcus answered the call and reported Harry at the 
phone. 

Old King Brady immediately started in to talk with 
him. 

The first part of the conversation was not intelligible to 
Marcus, for Old King Brady merely said yes and no. 
Suddenly he called: 
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"Go to Tourgenet on John street. Tell him I sent you. 
Ask him what he knows ahout any extra large ruby or 
emerald having been offered for sale on the New York 
market" during the past six months. Be as quick as you can, 
and call me up here." 

"I see you are not losing any time in working up your 
first clew, Mr. Brady," remarked Marcus, with a faint 
smile. 

"There is no time to be lost. The boy is downtown, he 
can find out in a few minutes." 

And, indeed, within fifteen minutes Harry called up. 
His report was brief. 

A large ruby had been offered to Tourgenet himself about 
three months before. The person who brought it to him was 
a queenly looking woman in black, wearing a heavy veil. 
Thinking her manner suspicious he refused to purchase, 
but he had since seen the stone in the hands of another 
wholesale jeweler who informed him that he had bought an 
emerald of unusual size, also a large sapphire ; of the same 
woman later on. 

This information Old King Brady communicated to Mar- 
cus without comment of any sort. 

It was some minutes before the infatuated young man 
could trust himself to speak. 

"This would seem to leave no doubt that Mrs. Merrilove 
has been guilty of stealing her own jewels, Mr. Brady," he 
then said. 

"I never had any doubt of it," replied the detective, 
quietly. 

"But why should she do such a thing when all she had 
to do was to ask me for the cash to get it up to any 
amount?"' 

"Heavens, man! How little you know about women! 
There can be no question that Mrs. Merrilove has been 
paying blackmail to someone right along. Do you imagine 
for a moment that .she was going to come to you continually 
for cash to meet the demands of those who were bleeding 
her?" 

"She would have got it." 

"She is not the woman to ask it, evidently, and for that 
she is to be respected. I tell you I respect her, for she 
could have robbed you right and left if she had chosen. 
It is my opinion that the reason she left your house was 
to prevent you from being robbed further." 

Marcus sprang up and seized Old King Brady's hand. 

"Bless you for those words, Brady!" he cried. "I never 
looked at it in this light. My eyes are just beginning to 
be opened. Oh, how blind I have been!" 

"It is youT ignorance, if you will allow me to say so," 
replied the detective kindly. "But that you can't help. A 
rich man's son is at a terrible disadvantage in the battle of 
life. Everybody deceives him, everybody lies to him, every- 
body tries to smooth his path and make him believe that life 
is a bed of roses, when in reality it is no such thing. Your 
wife warned you repeatedly what you would have to expect 
if you married her, but you wouldn't listen. I have no 
doubt the poor woman has tried to do the best she could." 



; "You relieve my mind immensely," said Marcus. "Now, 
■ I am more determined than ever to find her. What is to 
be done?" 

"Summon your valet, clean yourself up, take a good sleep. 
To-night put on your oldest clothes, pick out those which 
are likely to attract the least attention, and meet my part- 
ner at our office at eight o'clock. He will tell you what 
to do." 

"But aren't you to be with us, Mr. Brady?" 
"I shall not be with you, and yet I shall not be far away. 
Now I leave you for the present." 
"Do me one favor, Mr. Brady." 
"Certainly. What is it?" 

"See if you can't buy back those gems. I give you carte 
j blanche for any amount." 

"Never think of it! Never mention the matter if you axe 
fortunate enough to get your wife back again." 
"Perhaps you are right." 

"Of course I am right. Now good-morning. Eest as- 
sured that I shall turn up again at the right time." 

Old King Brady now left the Merrilove mansion and 
hurried over to the west side, where on a certain street which 
must be nameless he rang the bell of a shabby old brown- 
stone mansion which stood among others of its kind in the 
middle of a block principally'given up to factories and tene- 
ments. 

It was a neighborhood which had once been inhabited by 
some of the most respectable of the old families of New 
York, but now far gone on ^the road to that great change 
which has come over so many of the west side streets. 

His ring was answered by a young darky who held the 
door on the chain. , 

"Who you want to see, boss?" he demanded. "Dis am a 
private residence, dis am. No strangers hain't allowed." 

"I am no stranger to Madam Berger," said the detective. 
"Here is my card. Tell her I want to speak with her, on 
business. Ask her not to keep me waiting, please." 
The darky glanced at the card and threw open the door. 
"Yo' can come in," he said. "I reckon madam will see 
yo'!" 

He ushered the detective into a shabby reception-room, 
and withdrew. 

The first thing Old King Brady did was to throw up the 
window. 

"Pah! How this place reeks with the stale fumes of 
opium!" he muttered. "How can they stand it? I should 
think it would turn their own stomachs, but I suppose they 
are proof against all that sort of thing." 

He had scarcely seated himself when a tall woman, wear- 
ing a pink kimono and having her hair done up in curl 
papers, came sailing into the room. 

She must have been fifty years of age at least, and her 
face still bore some traces of former beauty, although sad- 
ly altered by age. 

A faint smile overspread her features as she extended 
her hand to the old detective and called him by name. 
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"Well, Edith, and how do you find yourself in these 
d»ys?" inquired Old King Brady, shaking hands. 

"Only so so, Brady. Like yourself, I'm getting no 
younger. I'm alive, that's about all." 

"And how is business?" 

'.'Bad; very bad. My joint is a back number. Those who 
don't smoke in the Chinatown joints go to the more fash- 
ionable places further uptown." 

"Such is life, Edith; we have either got to keep up with 
the times or fall behind in the race, one of the two." 

"That's what's the matter. But now, Brady, what brought 
you here? Looking for someone? I'm afraid you will be 
disappointed. Only a few. old timers come here nowadays." 

"This is the party," replied Old King Brady, produc- 
ing the photograph of a beautiful woman. 
1 It was one of Mrs. Merrilove's pictures which the old de- 
tective had managed to slip into his pocket unobserved. 

Madam Berger studied the face attentively. 

"Don't know her," she said. "She never comes here." 

"You don't surprise me." 

"Who is she, Brady?" 

"Since you don't know her I prefer not to tell. This 
was one of my errands, but I have another. What do you 
know about French Louis in these days?" 

"Louis! Oh, I see him once in awhile." 

"He is alive then?" 
i "Sure he's alive." 

"It was given out that he was dead." 

"Oh, I know. He started that yarn himself for reasons 
of his own, but there was no truth in it." 

"And his wife, what's become of her?" 

''His wife! Let me see, she was an actress, wasn't she?" 

"Ballet dancer." 

"Oh, yes, I forget her name." 

"She performed under the name of Madam Florabella." 
"What! The woman who married that Fifth Avenue mil- 
lionaire?" 

"Did she marry a millionaire? You must be mixed, or 
maybe she got a»divorce from Louis." 

"Perhaps I have got her mixed in my mind with some- 
one else. Anyhow, I don't know her. But what about 
Lewis?" 

"I wanted to ask him a question if I could put my finger 
on him. Perhaps you could give me the tip where I'd be 
likely to find him?" 

"I can't. He seldom does business now. You see green 
goods have got to be so risky, and the old bunco game is 
all played out." 

"Don't he ever drop in here for a smoke?" 

"Oh, yes, once in a while; but you might wait a month 
and not see him." ♦ 

"That won't suit me at all, Edith. I want to see him 
to-night. I tell you on my woTd it's straight goods. I have 
no knife up my sleeve for Louis, but I have a twenty-dollar 
note to exchange for a straight tip as to where I can find 
him." 

"Honestly, Brady, I don't know where you will be sure to 



j find him. I heard him say he smoked in Mo Lee's on Pell 
! street once in a while." 

"All right. I can try Mo Lee's. Does he ever smoke at 
Moy Toy's?". 

"I never heard him say so." 

"Very good, Edith. There's your twenty for luck. If 
Louis should happen to drop in here tell him I was asking 
for him and just mention that it will pay him to drop into 
my office if yoti will be so good." 

"All right, Brady. I'll do it; much obliged." 

Old King Brady then withdrew. 

"It's too bad," he thought as he hurried down the street. 
"If I could only have put my finger on that man something 
might have come of it." 

He felt perfect confidence that Madam Berger had not de- 
ceived him. 

The keeper of this old-time opium joint was well known 
to the detective, and was under deep obligations to him. 

There is no one so difficult to locate as a professional con- 
fidence man, who has reasons of his own for keeping out 
of the way. 

Old King Brady knew that his only hope of finding 
French Louis lay in making a trip to Chinatown. 

"Can it be possible that Mrs. Merrilove would dare to 
marry that young money king if she was actually the wife 
of French Louis?" the detective asked himself. 

He could scarcely believe it, and yet it might be so. 

But Old King Brady had now accomplished all he had set 
out to do on the Merrilove case, during the day, so he 
went about other business, feeling that in proving that Mrs. 
Merrilove had been selling her jewels he had made a 
start, if nothing more. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE BRADYS STRIKE IN AMONG THE CHINKS. 

At eight o'clock that evening Marcus Merrilove entered 
the office of the Bradys prepared to join the detectives in 
their trip to Chinatown. 

We say "detectives," for although Old King Brady 
was not in evidence he proposed to take in the hop joints, 
too. 

It was his intention to let Harry work openly, while his 
work was to be done secretly, and on the side. 

Young King Brady, who had been fully posted by his 
chief, received Marcus in his usual genial fashion. 

"You don't want to worry your head about anything to- 
night," he said. "I will attend to it all; you have nothing 
to do but to keep your eyes open, and we shall see what 
we strike." 

"Has Mr. Brady done anything more in my matter since 
he left me this morning ?" Marcus asked, 
i "I believe not." 
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"Can you give me the description of the woman who 
sold those gems on John street just as it was given to you?" 

"Certainly," replied Harry, and he gave it in detail. 

-"Do you think it fits your wife?" he asked. 

"Unfortunately, yes." 

"Still, someone may have personated her." 

"Old King Brady does not think so. He feels sure that 
she sold the gems herself." 

"What we want is to find your wife; that's the first thing 
to be done. If we are lucky enough to succeed in that 
leave me to put the question to her. She will soon ex- 
plain." 

"She never will." 

"Don't worry. We detectives have all sorts of ways of 
getting at these things which people generally can't under- 
stand." 

"Have I got to smoke opium in those horrible Chinese 
joints?" 

"Why, certainly not. I have been going in and out among 
them for several years. I never smoke the stuff myself, and 
I am sure I would not allow anyone in whom I felt an in- 
terest to do so if I could prevent it. You may have to pre- 
tend to smoke, but as long as you don't inhale the smoke 
it can do you no harm. Suppose we have a preliminary 
smoke now? Here is an excellent cigar. I don't care to 
start mine before o'clock; in the meanwhile we will - sit here 
and chat. If you have anything you want to tell me about 
Mrs. Merrilove now is a good time." 

Marcus accepted the cigar, but he had nothing to tell. 

While he was not willing to talk about anything else 
than his troubles, when it came to trying to pump him 
about his" wife Harry made very little headway, and at last 
he gave it and announced himself ready to depart. 

"Have you ever been through Chinatown?" he asked as 
he and Marcus walked together up Park Row. 

"I have never been inside any of the houses. I have 
walked through the streets several times." 

"Then this will be a new experience to you, and it cannot 
fail to be an interesting one." 

"My interest in it all is too horrible. I am half mad 
with thinking about it. I cannot and will not believe that 
my wife is an opium fiend." 

"Even if it is so, with all the money you have at your 
command, you ought to be able to cure her of the habit." 

"How can it be cured? I have always understood that a 
cure was next to impossible." 

"It is difficult but not impossible. Many have been 
cured." 

"But how? What would you recommend?" 
"You own a yacht, I suppose?" 

"One of the finest in New York, if not in America — the 
Undine." 

"I have heard of her." 

"She is not in commission now. I have no use for yachts 
or anything else as long as this terrible cloud hangs over 
me." 

"We are going to dissipate the cloud, rely upon that. 



Since you ask my advice about this matter I should imme- 
diately have my yacht put into commission and take Mrs. 
Merrilove on a long cruise. I should engage the best physi- 
cian I. could find, and take him with me. Of course, if it 
is a bad case you will have trouble, but with everything that 
money can buy to help you it seems to me that you ought 
to win out in the end." 

"If I could keep her away from it for a month or a year, 
yes. But here we are talking as though it was a settled fact 
that Mrs. Merrilove is an opium fiend, and that is something 
I don't admit. I never dreamed of such a thing till Old 
King Brady suggested it." 

"Right; and it may not be true; but here we are at Doy- 
ers street. Have you a picture of your wife with you?" 

"Yes. Old King Brady told me to bring one along, and I 
have it in my pocket." 

"Then we will strike into Quong Lee's first. Quong is a 
great friend of Mr» Brady's, and anything he can do to 
help us he surely will." 

Harry turned into the narrow crooked alley which leads 
off Chatham Square between Mott and Pell street. 

Now at once they found themselves in Chinatown. 
• Slouching Celestials with their hands thrust up their 
sleeves went shuffling past them. 

As they neared the Chinese theater an old white man 
wearing a long shabby coat with the. collar turned up and 
a black soft hat pulled low down over his eyes crowded off 
the narrow sidewalk. 

"Beg pardon," he grunted, and he turned upon them a 
face so begaunt and haggard that Marcus drew back with 
a shudder. 

"Is that an opium fiend?" he asked. 

"He looks very much like one," replied Harry, with an 
inward chuckle. 

He had received a secret sign as the man shuffled by and 
he knew that the supposed opium fiend was nobody but 
Old King Brady in disguise. 

"Heaven help him, and heaven help me!" muttered Mar- 
cus. "It is horrible — just horrible! To think of such 
people being associated with my wife. It makes me fairly 
sick." 

"Brace up," said Harry. "You will soon get used to it. 
Have you much money about you?" 

"Three or four hundred dollars." 

"I am sorry. Old King Brady should have warned you 
to come with empty pockets. On no account let anyone 
know that you have this money. I pay for everything and 
we reckon up afterward — see?" 

"I won't forget; but where are we going now?" 

"This is Quong Lee's. You don't have to do any talking. 
Just follow me." 

Young King Brady led the way down a flight of steps into 
Quong Lee's famous opium joint; now on Doyers street, 
but formerly on Chatham Square. 

A middle-aged Chinaman with haggard yellow face sat 
on a stool at the entrance, just inside the door. 
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He nodded sleepily to Harry, but did not speak. 

Young King Brad}' walked through a long passage lined 
with unpainted boards, and rapped upon a door. 

Immediately a little slide in the upper part of the door 
was opened, and an aged Chink with a pair of big, round, 
horn-rimmed spectacles peered out, 

"Hello, Blady boy!" he croaked. "So you come?" 
"I am here, Quong." 

"Ole man say you come, yes. Dis de gent who gal get 
lost in Chinatown? He, he, he!" 

Harry could see that Marcus was furious, but he was able 
to control himself, and did not speak. 

"Come in," said Quong Lee, throwing open the door. 
"Few here yet. Too early time. Comee after midnlight, 
den plenty come in." 

There were only two hop fiends in the dirty joint. 

A row of wooden bunks built along the wall formed the 
principal feature of the place. 

Each bunk was provided with a wooden headrest, and 
alongside of two of the lower ones were little Turkish stools, 
upon which were opium layouts. 

In each of these bunks lay a man partially dressed. 

The ghastly white faces were turned upward, and the 
eyes of both were closed — both were deep in the opium 
sleep. 

In the middle of the room, standing on the floor, was a 
strangely shaped brass lamp of considerable size. 

It was not lighted then, but later in the evening it would 
be, and then left to burn all night. 

The atmosphere was sour and stifling, but this was noth- 
ing to what it would be in the wee small hours, when 
Quong Lee's place was always crowded with crooks, confid- 
ence men and thieves, for this was one of the most notorious 
of Chinatown's joints, and the one particular one which was 
never interfered with by the police. 

"What does it all mean?" whispered Marcus, looking at 
the layout. 

He did not intend that Quong Lee should hear, but the 
old hop-joint keeper's ears were as keen as needles. 

"Me show you," he spoke up. "Me 'splain." 

"Do it, Quong," said Harry, anxious to put the old Chink 
in good humor, although it was evident that Old King 
Brady had prepared the way for them. 

"Belly veil den," said Quong, and he took up the bamboo 
opium pipe which lay on the tray alongside the uncon- 
scious man. 

{ "Dlis yen tshung," he said, /putting the pipe in his 
mouth. "Dat de pipe what smokee de hop. Dlis" — point- 
ing to a queer little lamp — "yen dong. Makee fire. Big 
yen dong dere on floor. ^ Light little yen dong by big yen 
dong — see? No lightee now. Nobody here. Dese fellers 
money allee gone. When dey vakee up me trow 'em out 
—see?" 

He picked up a queerly shaped knife from the tray, and 
remarked : 

"Dlis yen ngow. Serapee ash outee pipe bowl — -see? 



Dlis box yen she hop — puttee ash in. Sometimes bad hop 
fiend eatee ash. Dlat no good." 

Quong Lee then went on to inform them that a long steel 
needle was used for impaling the opium pill and holding it 
in the light of the lamp. 

A pair of scissors he called kiao tsien, and the lacquered 
tray upon which all these articles rested was yen poon. 

Marcus' interest began to flag, while the garrulous old 
Chink chattered on. 

"Now, Quong, look at the lady's picture," said Harry. 
"Tell me if you have ever seen her in your joint." 

Marcus produced the photograph, and Quong Lee walked 
over to a bracket lamp, making a sign for Harry to follow. 

"Stay where you are," said Young King Brady. "He 
wants to speak to me alone." 

Quong Lee was pretending to study the photograph when 
Harry joined him. 

"Lookee here, Blady boy," he whispered. "You bloss 
was in here while ago and show me same ting. Me see dat 
woman many times, but it long while ago. You say she 
dat feller's gal? Me tellee you she French. Louis' gal. Dlat 
right. She nebber come here now." 

"What about Louis?" ' 

"Me see him on de street. Me see him las' night. He 
hang out Hop Toy's sometime. Me tellee Old Kling Blady 
alle dlat. He say you go eatee chop suey. You showee him 
fan tan. Makee tings pleasant. He give you de tip blime^ 

H" 

"All right, Quong. What name is the woman known by 
in Chinatown?" 

"Big Alice, Blady." 
"You are sure it is the same woman?" 
"Cock sure. Oh, yair. Bettee you life." 
"Is she a fiend?" 

"You bettee. Smokee too muchee." 
"Is she in with_a gang?" 

"Me not know. French Louis he nebber say nloting 
since he come from Sing Sing. Nodder woman used to 
travel with her. Look whole lot likee her. Mebbe her 
sister — yes?" 

"I know nothing about that, Quong." 

"Belly well, I lettee Old Kling Blady know so I hear any- 
ting sure pdpee. Yes." 

"He has nothing to tell us," said Harry, when he handed 
back the photograph. 

"I thought so," replied Marcus, triumphantly. "I was 
sure you were all on the wrong tack." 

"You smokee, mlister?" inquired Quong, shuffling up. 

"No, no!" replied Marcus, turning away in disgust. 

Seeing that their work was all over in Quong Lee's, Harry 
hustled him out on Doyers street. 

"Let's take in the Chinese theater," he said. "It is baiely 
possible that we might accomplish something there. It 
is too early for the hop-joints yet." 

"I'd like to see a game of fan-tan," said Marcus. "Sup- 
pose we take that in and leave the theater till later on. 
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I have been in one in San Francisco, but fantan I never 
saw." 

"All right," replied Harry. "Fan-tan let if be." 

He led the way through to Pell street, and turned in at a 
dirty doorway alongside a Chinese grocery. 

As he did so he caught sight of Old King Brady in his 
disguise, talking to a queenly looking woman who was 
dressed in black and bore little resemblance to the usual 
run of white women seen in Chinatown. 

At first Harry was going to call his companion's atten- 
tion to the woman, but Old King Brady raised his hand and 
made a signal for him to attend to his own end of the af- 
fair. 

Accordingly Harry took Marcus' arm and hurried him 
into the fan-tan joint. 



CHAPTEE V. 

DICKY DABBS SOUNDS THE ALARM. 

If any man living knows the ins and out of New York's 
Chinatown, Old King Brady is that man. 

The keen old detective is also quite as well acquainted 
with the original Chinatown in San Francisco beside which 
the. New York district is a mere baby. 

And when it comes to the Chinese quarters of Boston, 
Philadelphia, and Chicago, Old King Brady is all there, 
too. 

The old detective had been working hard for two or three 
hours before Harry and Marcus Merrilove hit Doyers street. 

While it cannot be said that he had made very much head- 
way, he still felt that he had learned enough to show him 
that he was on the right track. 

"Quong Lee, Hop Toy, and Mo Lee — all keepers of hop- 
joints, had been interviewed in turn. 

Each one declared that the picture resembled a woman 
who had frequented the joints with French Louis a year 
or more before, and who passed by the name of Big Alice. 

Now it was this name which puzzled Old King Brady. 

He had seen Inez Merrilove, and it seemed a stretch of 
imagination to call her big, for she was just an ordinary- 
sized woman and nothing more. 

Now it happened that among the many — there are so 
very many — shady people with whom Old King Brady is 
more or less acquainted in New York there was a ballet girl 
who had once made her fame in comic opera, but who had 
long since fallen out of the profession, and was now married 
to the Chinese keeper of a fan-tan joint. 

"Bertha Winn" was the name she now passed by — if we 
gave her true name it would be at once recognized. 

Old King Brady's main object was to locate this woman, 
and he had just run into her on Pell street, after a long 
and unsuccessful search, when Harry came along. 

"Isn't that your partner, Brady?" the woman asked. 

"Yes," replied the detective. "He is at work on another 



matter. What I want is a few moments' conversation with 
you." ' 

"Then what's the matter with blowing me off to a little 
supper at Wing Fang's?" Bertha asked. 

"Nothing at all if you wish it? What will Dock Sing 
have to say ?" Bertha asked. 

"Dock's in Boston. "I'm a grass widow to-night. Come, 
I'm hungry. If you want to pump me you will have to pay 
for it. We can't talk in the street." 

Nothing loath to get under cover, Old King Brady cross- 
ed over to Wing Fang's famous Chinese restaurant on the 
opposite side of Pell street. 

Here he allowed Bertha to order an elaborate spread at 
his expense, and knowing the ways of her kind, the old de- . 
tective waited patiently until she had nearly finished every- 
thing in sight before broaching the matter in hand. 

Indeed, it was Bertha herself who opened the ball. 

"Come, Brady," she said at last. "Why don't we get 
down to business. I understood you were going to pump 
me, but you have scarcely said a word." 

"I'm ready." 

"Then so am I." 

"Big Alice, French Louis' former wife, is the person I 
have in mind." 

"What about her?" 

"You know her?" 

"Very well." 

"Seen her lately?" 

"Not in a year." 

"Is she alive or dead?" 

Bertha gave the detective a shrewd look. 

"Just as though you didn't know that she married old 
Merrilove's son under her stage name of Florabella," she 
replied. 

"What!" cried Old King Brady, pretending to be greatly 
surprised. 

"Oh, cheese it!" laughed Bertha. "You can't fool me." 

"I'm afraid I am on the wrong track altogether," re- 
plied Old King Brady, with an air of concern. Just take 
a look at this photograph and tell me if you know the ori- 
ginal." 

Out came the photograph, and Bertha took a long look at 
it before she replied : 

"Well, it looks like Alice, but I wouldn't want to swear 
to it." 

"You are not sure you ever saw the original?" 

"I can't say. Pictures are so deceiving. It certainly 
looks like Alice. I couldn't say any more." 

"You disappoint me. I have particular reasons for 
wishing to prove who this woman really is." 

"I can't help you, I'm afraid. You know very well that 
I would if I could." 

"I am sure of that." 

"If you would tell me the whole case perhaps it would 
give me what yov detectives call a clew." 

"Eight. I haven't the least objection. I am looking for 
this woman, who has been missing for nearly a month. She . 
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is married to a respectable man who is in great distress 
about her. Clews point to Chinatown. I have reason to 
believe that she is a Jiop fiend — that is about all I have 'to 
say." 

"Her name?" 

"Cannot be told." 

"And it wouldn't do any good, of course." 
"Of course not." 

"Have you shown the picture to the joint keepers?" 

"To nearly all." 

"And what do they say?" 

"Same as you — that the picture looks like this Big Alice. 
If I could see the woman she might be able to help me out, 
for I don't mind telling you that my party was formerly in 
the same line as yourself." 

"A danseuse! The deuce you say! Let me look at the 
picture again. No, I can't make it out. It looks like Alice, 
that's all I can say." 

."Haven't you seen Alice for a year? Come, honest now. 
There's money in this in case I succeed." , 

"Is the woman wanted by the police?" 

"No, she isn't. By her husband, that's all." 

"Well, then, I'll own up. Alice has been around lately. 
She smokes in the joints with Louis. I saw her in Mo Lee's 
not a week ago." 

"Then Mo Lee lied to me, and I'll make it hot for him. 
Where does Louis hang out?" 

"You mean in Chinatown?" 

"Sure." 

"He keeps a room on Mott street, Brady, a suite of rooms, 
in fact There are four of his kind living there. I be- 
lieve he has another room uptown." 

"Then surely that is the place to look for his wife." 

"Oh, Alice was divorced from him two years before she 
married." 

"I don't know anything about that, and I don't care. If 
Big Alice has a double who smokes in the joints she will 
be pretty apt to know who she is and where she can be 
found. What's the matter with getting her and bring- 
ing her here?" 

"I don't think she lives there, Brady. I surely should 
have seen her oftener than I have if that was the case." 

"You know the place?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you mind making a try for it?" 

"No, I suppose not, if the pay is all right. I don't 
propose to butt in for nothing. I tell you that straight." 

"About what would be your idea of the value of the 
job?" 

"Fifty." 

"Done. Here's your cash. I'll wait here until you re- 
turn." 

"You swear she is not to be arrested?" 
"I swear it." 

"All right, then. I'll go. You will want to be patient. 
It may require some persuasion to get her to face you." 
"All right. I leave it to you." 



Bertha arose and left the restaurant. 

Old King Brady was after her like a streak. 

He had not asked the woman to what number on Mott 
street she was going, for he knew it would be useless. The 
only way to get her help was the way he had chosen. 

Old King Brady shadowed her to Mott street, and saw her 
enter an old-fashioned brick house and ascend the stairs. 

He lost no time then in getting back to the restaurant 
again. 

Here he waited the best part of an hour. 

At the end of that time Bertha returned. 

She appeared a good deal agitated, and Old King Brady 
at once saw that she had something on her mind, although 
trying to conceal it." 

"Well?" he demanded. "Whaf s the word?" 

"I don't know," replied the girl. "I can't understand 
it. That woman is not Big Alice. She is made up to look 
dike her, though. I came near getting myself into trouble." 

"How so?" 

"Why, when I knocked at the door she opened it her- 
self. She didn't know me." 
"But you said " 

"No matter what I said: I said I had seen her within a 
week, but I wasn't speaking to her. We haven't been on 
speaking terms this long while. Alice knows me all right, 
but this girl didn't. I'm sure of it. I hardly knew what to 
say, and while I was trying to edge up to the business who 
should come in but Louis himself. He knew me and he has 
kept me there ever since." 

"Then you did nothing?" 

"Nothing but come away as quick as I could. I got 
afraid. She and Louis were making signs to each other, and 
he began asking me questions. What was I there for? 
Hadn't I quarreled with Alice? Had we made it up? If 
not why not, and what did I want, and all sorts of talk. I 
tell you I got seared." 

"He called her Alice?" 

"He did, sure." 

"And you say she was not the woman you formerly knew 
as his wife?" 

"I'll swear to it, and yet she looks just like her." 

"And like the picture?" 

"You'd think she was the same person." 

"Was my name brought into the talk?" 

"Sure not! Do you think I am a fool?" 

"I don't. I think you handled the matter as shrewdly as 
you could have done. I am very much .obliged to you. 
If you ever get into trouble and want help, why call on 
me." ' 

"What are you going to do?" 

"I am going around there to see for myself, if you'll show 
me the house." 

"Sure I will, Brady. I wouldn't have done it if it had 
been Alice, in spite of our quarrel, but I don't know this 
woman, and she don't know me." 

"And so Old King Brady was piloted to the brick house 
on Mott street, where he entered and Bertha stole awav. 
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But the detective did not venture upstairs. N 

He knew that it would be useless to do so, for he could 

not' identify the woman either as Big Alice or Mrs. Merri- 

love. 

There was but one thing to do, and that was to find 
Marcus and Harry. 

Then laying aside his disguise, Old King Brady proposed 
to force an entrance to French Louis' apartments, and leave 
Marcus Merrilove to do the identifying for himself. 

"If the woman is his wife that ends it," thought the de- 
tective. "Ten chances to one it is so, and she has returned 
to her former husband. The boy may as well he undeceived 
first as last. There is no use in prolonging his agony." 

So, as soon as Bertha was out of the way, Old King Brady 
ran down the steps and started to look up Harry. 

This proved to be a difficult task. 

To the old detective's disgust at the end of an hour he 
had found no trace of them, although he had visited almost 
every place of public resort in Chinatown. 

He was just making for a certain fan-tan joint when sud- 
denly a hand was laid upon his arm. 

Old King Brady turned to find himself facing a charac- 
ter whom he knew but was always glad to avoid. 

"Well, what do you want with me, young man?" he 
coldly asked. 

"You aTe Old King Brady. Oh, I know you." 

"Don't shout my name out so that all Chinatown can 
hear it, then! Come, come, Mr. Dabbs, if it's a strike for 
money name your price to cut away." 

"But it isn't a strike for money this time, Mr. Brady. 
Harry is in danger. Mebbe he's killed ?" 

Old King Brady was all attention in a moment. 

This fellow was known as Dicky Dabbs. 

He was an old schoolmate of Harry's, aad while nomi- 
nally a reporter, was actually little 'better than a drunken 
bum. 

Old King Brady detested him, and had ordered him out 
of his office on more than one occasion, for he was always 
after Harry for money, which it is needless to say was never 
returned. 

"Speak out. Tell me what you have to say, quick!" the 
detective exclaimed. 

"Why," said Dicky, "I was just coming down Mott 
street, and all at once I seen a window go up and a feller 
looked out and hollered for help. It was Harry. He seen 
me, and he hollers: 'Dicky! Dicky! Hey, Dicky! Find 
Old King Brady and send him here! He's somewhere in 
Chinatown. Find him, quick!' " 

"The deuce! Where was this?" 

"Eight around on Mott street. I'll show you the house." 
"Didn't he say what the matter was?" 
"No, he didn't. He just hollered, and said what I told 
you." 

"Then he didn't say anything about wanting help?" 
"Why no, not in so many words, but that's what he 
meant, of course." 

"It may Hot have been. He may have wanted me for 



some other purpose, and seeing you passing, called down to 
you, for he knew I was in Chinatown to-night. Come, 
show me the house without delay." 

Dicky led the way around to Mott street, for it was on 
Pell street that they had met. 

Here he pointed out an upper window in an old-fashioned, 
red-brick house. 

It was the house to which Bertha had taken the old de- 
tective. 

"Thafs the room," said Dicky, "and I'll tell you some- 
thing, Mr. Brady, that there is the holdout of French 
Louis, the confidence man, and a lot of others of his kind. 
It's as bad a gang as you can find in New York to-day." 

"Confound the luck!" muttered Old King Brady. "Why 
couldn't the boy have kept quiet as I cold him to do? But 
no! He had to go butting in, and like enough has spoiled 
the pie." 

The windows were all dark on the floor indicated by 
Dicky Dabbs. , 

Around the basement entrance several Chinamen weTe 
standing. 

They eyed the old detective sharply, and evidently did 
not like the way in which he stared up at the house. 

"Come," said Old King Brady. "I'm going up there, 
and you may as well go with me if you want to earn a 
dollar." 

"Sure I do, and sure I will," replied Dicky, promptly. 
"I'd do anything for Harry. You can say what you like 
about his not wanting help, Mr. Brady, but I tell you he was 
scared all right, and don't you make no mistake." 

Followed by Dicky, Old King Brady ran up the ricketty 
stairs and knocked loudly on the door. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

TRAPPED IN CHINATOWN. 

The fan-tan joint to which Young King Brady con- 
ducted Marcus was on Mott street, just before you come to 
Pell. 

The proprietor was one Mow Wow, who was said to be a 
"Highbinder," that is, a member of the famous Chinese 
society of thugs. 

To be "a highbinder, while not considered altogether re- 
spectable by the Chinese of New York, is still recognized as 
a regular trade, and the members of this strange society are 
feared by all, for if one Chinaman has a grudge against 
another, it is a common thing to hire a highbinder to kill, 
maim, or rob him. 

The highbinders are sworn to secrecy, and although many 
of them become known, there are many others who are 
members of the band without their friends and acquaint- 
ances being aware of the fact. 

As a fan-tan joint in Chinatown is one of the peculiar in- 
stitutions of that singular locality, we must turn aside in 
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our story to describe what Young King Brady and Marcus 
Merrilove saw upon entering Mow Wow's. 

Entering through a long hallway into a large and bril- 
liantly lighted room in the rear, Young King Brady using 
his detective's shield to take them past the guards, they 
found themselves at once in the midst of a crowd of 
Chinamen gathered around a long table, some standing and 
some sitting on high stools. 

All wore hats except one who sat at the head of the 
board pushing about the Chinese brass coins known as 
"cash," with a short stick. 

This was the dealer, and as a new game was just begin- 
ning, Harry, in a low voice, proceeded to explain to Mar- 
cus how it was played. 

"You see," he said, "the game is now ready; the dealer 
takes a handful of cash from the box in which they are 
kept, and carefully lays them in front of him, and then 
places over them that round brass bowl which is known as 
the 'cover.' This is done so that they may not be counted. 

"Now the players begin to bet. You see them putting 
coins on the board; these represent the amount of their 
frets. 

"Now you see the dealer separating from the common 
pile, or pot, four pieces of cash at a time with his stick. 
The game turns upon the last draw whether it be an odd or 
even number of coins. They are also betting as to whether 
the last draw will be one, two, three, or four pieces. Again, 
they make bets on one number as against the other three, 
or two numbers against two, and so on. Whatever number 
of pieces remains under the cover for the last draw, that 
number wins." 

"Where does the bank come in?" whispered Marcus. 

"Why, it's this way," replied Harry. "In playing, the 
money bet is placed on the board. The location in which 
it is placed determines the bet. You see Chinese characters 
on the board, or rather you could see if you were nearer. 
These correspond with the sides, 1, 2, 3, 4. 

"If a player places one dollar on the corner of the board 
where sides 3 and 4 join he is betting against those who 
put coins on sides 1 and 2. If he loses his loss is one dol- 
lar. If he wins he receives ninety-three cents, the remaining 
seven cents bein 'soi,' which means water. Seven per cent of 
all winnings are retained by the bank. That's their profit." 

"I see that the dealer scoops in the money every time," 
said Marcus. 

"Yes," replied Harry. "The dealer takes all, and pays 
the winners minus the soi." 

Suddenly there was a great jabbering, and a quarrel 
seemed to be on hand between two Celestials, when a 
young Chinaman who had been standing quietly by, mak- 
ing no bets, stepped in between them, and with a few rapid- 
ly spoken words seemed to settle the matter. 

"That fellow is the lookout,' " explained Harry. "He 
watches the board to see if there is any carelessness or mis- 
take in placing the bets, and that no bettor takes up money 
which don't belong to him." 

"Whafs the limit, do you know?" inquired Marcus. 
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"The usual limit," replied Harry, "is five cents as the 
lowest bet, and $500 for the highest, but the average l)et is 
not over a dollar. As you see, many are betting quarters, 
halves, and even nickels. As many are allowed to play as 
can crowd about the board. Fan-tan is one of the simplest 
gambling games in existence if you understand it, which 
very few white men do."' 

They continued to watch the game for more than half 
an hour. 

No one paid the least attention to them; the Chinamen 
seemed to be oblivious to their presence. 

Soon after the atmosphere of the place grew so stifling 
that Marcus whispered that he was ready to pull out and 
they returned to the street. — 

"Now which way?" asked Marcus. "We don't seem to 
be making much headway." 

"That's right. Our time will come later, when the hop- 
joints are in full blast. Then we will make the rounds of 
all of them. Next thing, it seems to me, we ought to take 
in the theater if it is only for a few minutes. What do you 
say?" 

"Oh, I am in your hands, so I don't say anything," re- 
plied Marcus. "I'll go wherever you wish me to, of 
course." 

"Well, then, let's take in the theater for luck," said Har- 
ry, and they bent their steps back to Doyers street again. 

The Chinese theater in New York has been so often de- 
scribed that it seems hardly necessary to give any detailed 
account of it here. Young King Brady and Marcus push- 
ed their way in through a crowd of Chinamen who had gath- 
ered about the door for some purpose unknown, and found 
themselves half-deafened by the squeak of the one-stringed 
fiddle, the twang of the moon banjo, the crashing of cym- 
bals, and the banging of gongs. 

Upon the stage were two players dressed in elaborate Chi- 
nese costumes, going through with the interminable dia- 
logue which is the principal feature of a Chinese play. 

There was quite a large audience that night, mostly 
Chinamen, of course, although there were not a few white 
people scattered about the benches looking and listening 
to the play which they could not possibly understand. 

Harry took in each face in turn, hoping to see someone 
whom he knew who might be of service in the mission which 
he had undertaken, but all were strangers to him, and he 
was just about to consult his watch when Marcus suddenly 
sprang to his feet, exclaiming: 

"Merciful heavens! There's my wife now!" 

A white woman was just leaving the theater, and before 
Harry could speak Marcus had shot through the door after 
her. 

Young King Brady, of course, started to follow, but by 
bad luck he managed to stumble over some inequality in the 
floor, and fell flat. 

Before he could regain his feet Marcus had vanished, and 
when Harry reached Doyers street the young man was no- 
where to be seen. 

"Confound the fool!" muttered Young King Brady. 
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af s the way he goes and spoils it all! Ten to one it 
wasn't his wife at all. He'll get himself into all kinds of 
trouble. Now, which way did he go?" 

It is a very easy matter for anyone to slip out of sight on 
Doyeis street. 

A few steps takes one to Chatham Square, and a dozen in 
the other direction from the Chinese theater you are around 
the turn and out on Pell street. 

For the moment Harry stood there undecided which way 
to go when a man stepped up to him whom he knew. 

The man was a ward detective. 

"Hello, Brady!" he said. "What's troubling you? Lost 
your man?" 

"Oh, is it you, Burns," replied Harry. "Yes. He has 
given me the slip. Young fellow with a brown derby. Did 
you see which way he went?" 

"Short coat, rather good-looking sort of guy?" asked the 
defective. 

"Yes." 

"Out on the Square. He was following a woman." 
"Yes. Who was she, do you know?" 
"No, I don't; she's a "new one on me. What, are you 
off?" 

"Can't stop an instant," replied Harry, and he darted 
down Doyers street and turned into Chatham Square. 

"Hello! There he is," he muttered, for Marcus was just 
turning into Mott street. 

He had caught up with the woman, and they seemed to be 
talking in an animated way, but in a second they had van- 
ished, and Young King Brady had to go on the run again. 

Again he saw them as he turned the corner, but only for 
the minute. 

They were still together, and before Harry could catch up 
he saw the woman run up the steps of the old brick house 
which had been the object of Old King Brady's scouting 
a little while before. 

Marcus hesitated for an instant, and then when the woman 
turned at the top of the steps and beckoned to him < he fol- 
lowed her into the house. 

"That's his finish!" muttered Harry in despair. "I don't 
believe the fool knows his own wife when he sees her. I'll 
take my affidavit that's' not the woman I saw at his house." 

Knowing the dangers of Chinatown as he did, Harry 
would have hesitated to enter the house had he been acting 
only for himself. 

But he felt that he had the best of reasons for believing 
that Marcus had been beguiled into the house for mischief, 
and he pushed on up the stairs without an instant's hesi- 
tation. * 

But he was all too late to see anything of Marcus, for 
the young millionaire, as well as the woman, had disap- 
peared. 

Harry knocked on the first door he came to, and knocked 
with a vigor which showed that he meant business. 

There was a shuffling of feet, and a Chinaman poked his 
head out. 



Before Harry could say two words the Chinaman slammed 
the door in his face and turned the key. 

Harry passed on to the next door, that of the front cham- 
ber of" the old house, knocking there. 

It was opened after a moment by a tall, foreign looking 
man with dark, sinister features. 

Instahtly Young King Brady recognized him, and knew 
that he was recognized in turn. 

"Louis!" he exclaimed. 

"Well, what's wanted?" demanded the man, with a 
scowl. 

"You know me?" 

"Yes; Young King Brady, the detective." 
"A man and a woman entered here a minute ago, did they 
not?" 

"Perhaps they did, and perhaps they didn't." 

"I must know, Louis. Unless you want to get yourself 
into trouble you must own up. The man is in my charge." 

"Then why the blazes didn't you keep him in your 
charge? I've nothing to do with your business. I've got as 
much as I can do to attend to my own." 

"It won't work," said Harry. "This is a serious matter. 
I want to see that man. Is he here?" 

Somebody spoke behind the man, who then said : 

"Well, he is. You can come in." 

"Tell him to come out here." 

"He's in the other room. Step inside, and I'll call him. 
It won't pay either of us to disturb the whole house." 

Young King Brady stepped in through the door. 

To his surprise he saw that the room was entirely unfur- 
nished. 

"Stand where you are," said Louis. "I'll be right back." 
He closed the door, and turning the key, slipped it into 
his pocket. 

"Open that door!" cried Harry. 

"Wait," was the reply, and Louis, catching up a lamp 
which stood on the mantel, darted through an inner door and 
disappeared. 

"Thunder! I don't like this for a cent," muttered Young 
King Brady. 

He strode to the inner door and tried'the knob. 

The door was fast locked. No sound could he hear be- 
hind it. 

Harry darted back to the other door, and whipping out 
his bunch of skeleton keys, soon found one which fitted and 
unlocked it. " * 

But still the door would not yield. 

"Bolted on the outside," muttered Young King Brady. 
"This is a pretty piece of business. I have walked into a 
trap, surest thing." 

He hurried to the window, and throwing up the sash, 
looked down on Mott street. 

There was an electric light in front of a fan-tan joint 
across the way, and the street was as bright as day. 

It was then that Harry caught sight of Dicky Dabbs, who 
was just passing. 

On the spur of the moment he called down to him. 
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"Stop that!" spoke a voice behind him, and he turned to 
find himself facing a revolver held in French Louis' hand. 



CHAPTER VII. 

OLD KING BRADY STARTS WORK IN THE HIGHBINDEE'S 
HOUSE. 

Harry had put himself into a bad hole, and it was past 
Old King»Brady's power to immediately help him out of it, 
as it proved. 

When the old detective and Dicky Dabbs got upstairs 
they found the door of the room into which Harry had 
entered standing ajar with a "to let" bill pasted upon it. 

Old King Brady, throwing a hasty glance inside, turned 
and faced Dicky with an angry look on his face. 

"You've been fooling me, young man!" he cried. 

But Dicky's answer knocked that theory in the head. 
' "Ah, come off! Do you think I'd fool Harry's boss when 
he's good for a half every time I pull his leg? I'm giving 
it to you dead straight, Mr. Brady. Out of that window 
j Harry hollered to me, and don't you forget it. Whaf s more, 
I know that French Louis was keeping house in these 
rooms only two or three days ago." 

"Enough," said the old detective. "I believe you." 

He strode to the inner door and tried to open it, but it 
did not yield. 

Old King Brady hammered on the door. 

A shuffling of feet was heard and a Chinaman wearing 
only a suit of pajamas looked out. 

"Vat vant? Too tnuchee latee! No can showee rooms 
now," he said. 

"You'll show me all there is to show, then," said the 
detective, seizing him by the shoulder and thrusting him 
aside. 

The Chinaman began to protest violently in Chinese. 

"Ah, shut up, you yeller geezer!" cried Dicky. "Don't 
you know dat's Old King Brady, de detective — soy?" 

Dicky seemed to think that by dropping into Bowery 
slang he was talking pure Chinese. 

"Ole Kling Blady!" mumbled the Celestial, in an awe- 
stricken tone. 

He made no further resistance, but the detective's intru- 
sion did him little good. 

This room was in a state of disorder. 

The carpet had been torn up and the cheap furniture 
was evidently ready for moving. 

There was no one in the place but the Chinaman, and he 
was not disposed to talk. 

"Where's French Louis? I want to see him right away," 
said Old King Brady. 

"Me not know," replied the Chink. 

"He was here to-night?" 

"No, no! Not here night." 



"I say he was, and you know it. Tell me where he is/or 
I'll pull you in." 

"No can. Me not know. You pullee me in den me no 
can help. Me no know." 

"Has Bertha fooled me? Was it all a lie. I shouldn't 
wonder if she had just worked me for the supper," tie old 
detective thought 

But he could not rest with that. 

"Dick," he said, "you go down to Moy Jin Kee's, No. 10 
Mott street. Tell him to send me up an English-speaking 
Chink at once. Come back with him yourself — make no 
delay." 

Moy Jin Kee was the official court interpreter for the 
Chinese. He was also a man of authority in Chinatown, 
and one who knew Old King Brady well. 

"Hadn't I better bring a cop?" asked Dicky. "Some- 
thing serious has happened to Harry, surest thing." 

"No," replied the old detective, stubbornly. "I want no 
cop. I'm able to manage my own business, and Harry is 
able to manage his." 

Dicky vanished, and Old King Brady faced the trem- 
bling Celestial, who seemed scared half out of his wits. 

"You want to think about all this, John, and think 
mighty hard and quick," said Old King Brady, carelessly 
producing his revolver. "Heap trouble for you if you lie 
to me." 

The Chinaman mumbled something, and sat down upon 
the edge of the bed. 

"Me no know Flench Louis. Me no know nloting," he 
growled. 

"Very well," said Old King Brady, opening the door of 
a hall bedroom which opened off the apartment. , "We'll 

see." 

The hall bedroom was vacant and unfurnished. 

This ended the suite of rooms, and Old King Brady, 
lighting a cigar, took a chair and waited. 

In a few moments Dicky Dabbs returned, accompanied 
by an intelligent looking young Chinaman wearing Ameri- 
can clothes and minus the pig-tail. 

"Moy Jin sent me," he said in perfect English. "What 
do you wish me to do?" 

"Have you been told anything about this business?" 

"No, sir." ■ 

"Not a thing," said Dicky. "Mr. Brady, you don't sup- 
pose I would?" 

"Right! This young man saw my partner looking out the 
front- window calling for help a few minutes ago. He called 
me; we came up here and find only this man. Make him 
talk. Ask him what it means." 

The young Chinaman tried it. 

Words enough passed between the two Chinks, but the 
result was nothing at all. 

"He swears he knows nothing about it," the interpreter 
said. 

"What do you know about this house?" 
"It bears a bad reputation, Mr. Brady. The Highbind- 
ers used to meet in these rooms." 
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"Ha! How lately?" 
"A year or so ago." 

"Do you know French Louis, the confidence man?" 

"No, sir. I don't know any of that sort of people. I 
never smoke opium nor visit the joints." 

"Do you know any of the Highbinders who met here?" 

"I know several by sight, but I have nothing to do with 
them." 

"You can be of little help to me, I am afraid; but we 
will try once more. I shall take him to the Elizabeth 
street station if he does not tell me all he knows about 
French Louis." 

"I'll try it, Mr. Brady, but I don't think it will be any 
use. He is very stubborn, and swears that he is just tak- 
ing care of this furniture over night for a man who has 
moved out." 

"Try it." ' - 

Another seemingly endless jabber in Chinese followed. 

"He admits that French Louis is the man," said the in- 
terpreter at last. "He says he moved away this morn- 
ing." 

"Does he say where to?" 
"He says to Brooklyn." 
"Street and number?" 
"He says he doesn't know them." 
"All right. He is to be arrested. Dick, go for an offi- 
cer." 

"No, no! No loficer!" broke in the Chinaman. , "Me 
tellee now!" 

"Tell then, you yellow-faced hop-fiend, or I'll send you to 
the island for a year!" the detective cried. 

"French Louis he go way with young feller," said the 
Chinaman. 

"When?" 

"Ten minute before you come in." 
The Chinaman's English was suddenly improving. 
"He lies," said Dicky. "I met you within three minutes 
from the time Harry called me." 

"May I speak to you in the other room a minute, Mr. 
Brady?" said Lee Yong, the interpreter. 

"Follow me," said the detective, adding! 

"Dick, take this revolver and' keep guard over that fel- 
low. Shoot him if he tries any tricks." 

"I think you had better arrest him," said Lee Yong, as 
soon as they were out of hearing. "He is a Highbinder, I 
am sure. I tell you in the Highbinder's house there are 
always secrets. You get him away and we watch. By and 
by we find out what we want to know." 

Old King Brady pondered. 

To take the police into his confidence would be to ex- 
pose Marcus Merrilove's private affairs, and that was just 
what he felt unwilling to do. 

Moreover, he reasoned if Harry was concealed somewhere 
in the house, then probably Marcus was here also. 

"This place must be searched from cellar to roof," said 
Old King Brady, answering Lee Yong at last. "You are 



right. The fellow had better be arrested. It is the only 
way to make him talk." 

He returned to the room, and despatched Dicky to the 
Elizabeth street station with a note to the sergeant asking 
for the officer best posted in Chinatown affairs, with another 
to aid him in searching the house. 

So prompt was Dicky that he was back with two police- 
men inside of fifteen minutes. 

The officers saluted Old King Brady with immense re- 
spect. 

One, Officer Mallon, Old King Brady had known for sev- 
eral years, and he hurriedly explained as much of the situa- 
tion as he cared to tell. 

"It's just as Lee Yong says," replied Mallon. "This 
floor used to be used for the Highbinders' lodge; in fact, 
the whole house was full of them." 

"And what about French Louis?" 

"I've seen him hanging about Chinatown lately, but I 
never knew that he lived here." 

"Try if you can make that Chink talk." 

The attempt was made, but it proved entirely unsuccess- 
ful. 

Nothing further could be got out of the Chinaman in 
spite of the fear and excitement under which he was evi- 
dently laboring. 

"Ifs a case of Highbinders, Mr. Brady," Officer Mallon 
declared at last. "That fellow is afraid of the police, but 
he is more afraid of the Hip Sing Yong, as the Highbind- 
ers' society is called by the Chinks. He'll never tell you 
what he knows, for if he did his life wouldn't be worth two 
cents." 

"To the station with him," said Old King Brady. "We 
will attend to his case later on. For the present we must 
make a thorough search of this house. There's no one 
needed but you and me, I suppose?" 

"No; we can do it all right, with these two fellows to 
help us. The Chinks will never lay a hand on a cop, as 
you know very well." 

The Chinaman was then led away by the other officer, and 
the search began. 

The fan-tan joint in the cellar was visited, and the liv- 
ing apartments of Chinese on the ^parlor and top floor, 
but it all went for nothing. 

After an hour's hard work in the house Old King Brady 
was bound to admit that he was completely baffled. 

Harry's disappearance began to wear a very serious look. 

"There is only one thing for me to do, Mallon," said 
Old King Brady, after they had left the house, "and that 
is for me to return here secretly and make a night of it." 

"I agree' with you," was the reply.' 

"Do you want me along?" 

"No, it would be better not, but I .would like to have 
someone stationed in one of the houses opposite where he 
will be within easy call." 

"That's easy done, Mr. Brady. I know a Chink across 
the way who will let me- have a room. Two of us will 
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stop there till morning. If we are wanted a signal out 
the window here is all that will be necessary." 

"Very good. Let it be so arranged. I will get around 
to the station and try that man again, and also make a 
charge. Fd rather tackle this contract in my usual dress 
than in disguise." 

"YeSj it will be better. Want me to stay here?" 

"Only to get across the way and keep a watch in case 
French Louis leaves before I return." 

iee Yong was then dismissed, and Dicky Dabbs followed 
Old King Brady to the station. 

"You may as well keep by me to-night, Dick," said the 
detective. "You will be company for me, and it will give 
you a chance to earn a little money, which no doubt you 
need." 

"Til be glad enough to do it for Harris sake," was the 
loyal reply. "You can pay me a/ not just as you please." 

Old King Brady's visit to the station amounted to noth- 
ing more than a chance to throw aside his disguise, for the 
Chinaman, now that the worst had happened was dumber 
than ever. In fact, he refused to talk at all. 

It was now growing late, and the old detective and Dicky 
returned to the house, quietly slipping upstairs. 

It had been arranged with Officer Mallon that in ease 
French Louis showed himself he should be immediately 
arrested and brought around to the station, and as this had 
not been done, Old King Brady assumed that the man had 
not been seen, 

"And now, Dick," said Old King Brady, as he started to 
close the door of the front room, "you and I will have to 
tackle this- mystery single-handed, I think " 

"Hold on!" exclaimed Dicky. "By jove, this is a queer 
door. There are bolts on the outside as well as the inside. 
What about that, Mr. B.?" 

"It is discovery No. 1," replied Old King Brady. "Our 
work in the Highbinders' house has begun." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

PRISONERS IN THE . SECRET VAULT. 

"Hold on, there!" cried Harry, as he faced the revolver. 
"I am up against it, Louis! Don't shoot." 

"And why are you up against it?" snarled the confidence 
man, who was not a true Frenchman, but a French Cana- 
dian, and spoke as good English as Harry himself. "Why 
the mischief couldn't you mind your own blamed business 
and leave me to mind mine?" 

"Hush, hush! Don't talk like a fool," said Harry. "As 
you know very well, my business is to look into other peo- 
ple's business. Put up that gun and let us talk it out." 

Louis whistled and then pocketed the revolver. 

"I put up my gun because there is another covering you 
through the crack of that door,".he said. "Look out that 



it don't go off, for as sure as it does there will be a dead 
detective in Mott street to-night." 

"Keep your threats to yourself," replied Harry. "Do 
you know why I am here?" 

"I can guess, but you had better tell it." 

"Very well, then. I will tell it. I was doing China- 
town to-night with a friend, and some woman of your 
gang has lured him in here. I want him out of this — 
that's all." 

"Well, you won't get him, then." 

"What's the reason I won't?" 

"Your friend is just one of your clients. His name is 
Merrilove, he is looking for his wife. As it happens, I 
want him, too." N 

"His wife or your wife?" said Harry, with an ill-con- 
cealed sneer. 

"I said his wife, and I mean it. Don't you go butting 
into my private affairs, Brady, unless you want to die." 

"You have threatened my life so many times that I be- 
gin to feel quite secure. Do I get my man?" 

"No, you don't get your man." 

"Very well, then; let me go." 

"That's what I won't. Are you working for Merrilove?" 
"None of your business." 

"You bet it's my business, as you are going to find out 
pretty blame sudden. Is Old King Brady out gunning 
for me around Chinatown, too?" 

"Nobody is gunning for you. I tell you that you have 
brought this thing on yourself." 

"You won't talk?" 

"Not about Marcus Merrilove's affairs." 

"You will then." 

"I warn you to let me go." 

"You must be a fool to think it. Toddle through that y 
door." 

The inner door was thrown open as French Louis gave 
this" command. 

There stood two men whose faces showed them to be 
crooks to Young King Brady's well-trained eyes. 

There was nothing for it but to obey, for each man was 
armed with a revolver, and Louis now drawing his own 
again, Harry found himself covered by all three. 

"Now, who's up against it?" sneered French Louis. 

"You are up against Old King Brady, that's what!" cried 
Harry. "You know the man, and you know what it means. 
I warn you that you had better beware!" 

"Enough of that! Blind him, boys!" said the confid- 
ence man. "Besist, Young Brady, and I'll shoot you 
dead." 

Harry made no resistance. 

In such cases the Bradys never do. 

Old King Brady's favorite saying is, "By seeming to yield 
you gain time and there is always a way out, but butt, up 
against trouble and you are sure to go down." 

Harry's eyes were then blindfolded by a thick cloth being 
tied over them. 

He was then searched and relieved of his revolver. 



THE BRADYS' TRIP TO CHINATOWN. 



Somebody took him by the hand then, and led him 
through a door and down a flight of steps. 

That they were not the regular stairs of the house Young 
King Brady knew, for they were not only very steep, but 
very narrow. 

At the foot of these steps one or two turns were made, 
and Harry was then led along a passage. 

A halt was then called, and the sopnds of a door being 
unlocked heard. * 

Then suddenly Harry was pushed forward with great vio- 
lence. 

He almost fell on his face. 

Someone sprang upon him and seized hold of him. 

At the same instant an iron door clanged behind him- 

"Thunder! Have they got you, fbo!" the voice of Mar- 
cus Merrilova was heard exclaiming, and then the bandage 
was pulled away from Young King Brady's eyes. 

There was Marcus standing before him. 

His clothes were all torn and disarranged, and there was 
an ugly cut on his face. 

"We are in for it!" he cried. "What on earth are we to 
do?" 

Harry looked around before answering. 

The place in which he found himself was a mere vault, 
bricked up on all sides, with the damp earth floor beneath 
his feet. > 

"So this is what you brought us to?" he said bitterly. 
"What on earth made you leave me that way?" 

"I was mad," replied Marcus. "I thought I saw my 
wife." 

"It don't do to try such tricks in Chinatown. In try- 
ing to save you from the consequences of your folly I have 
tumbled into the same trap myself." 

There were a couple of stools and an old ricketty table 
upon which burned a lamp; this was all the furnishing of 
the vault. 

As Harry sank down upon one of these Marcus seated 
himself on the other, and throwing aside the bandage which 
he had pulled from Young King Brady's eyes he burst 
out with a harsh laugh. 

"Well, don't take it so much to heart, Brady," he said. 
"Of course I was dead wrong to cut away from you like 
I did, and now I am paying up for it. Here, have a smoke. 
Let's calm down and try to think. They would never dare 
to kill us. You are supposed to be up in this sort of 
business, and I shall have to put it up to you to find some 
way to undo the harm I have done." 

"Eight," said Harry, accepting the cigar. "I'll do no 
more kicking. I didn't have to follow you up. So far my 
troubles are of my own making. Now tell me just what 
happened, and be quick about it, for we are liable to be 
unpleasantly interrupted any time." 

"Well, I saw a woman in the Chinese theater who I 
thought was Inez, my wife, so I just ran after her, fool 
that I was." 

"It proved not to be Mrs. Merrilove." N 
"That's it. She looked marvellously like her, though; 
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■the strange part of it was she seemed to know me, and 
'called me by name." 

| "Ha! We have been shadowed. I suspected as much. 
What did she say?" 

"Why, she looked around before I caught up with her. 
Then she stood and waited for me. 

" 'You are Mark Merrilove,' she said. 'You are looking 
for your wife.' 

"By that time I saw it wasn't Inez, so I replied : 

" 'That's who I am, but who are you? You look enough 
like my wife to be her twin sister.' " 

"Hello! Did you say that? That would explain " 

"Hold on! You haven't heard the end. 'Yes, that's 
who I am,' she answered. 'I'm so glad to meet you. If you 
have the courage to follow me and cut out that detective 
I'll bring you face to face with Inez in five minutes' time!' " 

"You don't mean it! If she held out that promise to you 
I don't wonder you yielded. You could hardly help it so." 

"So it seems to me. I followed her to this house. I 
held hack, and she ran up the steps and beckoned to me. 
Well, I followed her, worse luck!" 

"I saw that." 

"Were you so close behind me then?" 
"I was. What happened next?" 

"Oh, she took me into a room upstairs, and there I was 
set upon by three men. I put up as good a fight as I could, 
Brady. You see the result. They tore my clothes, and 
pretty nearly hammered the life out of me. It was all 
done in a moment. Then they brought me down here." 

"They must have been quick, for I was right behind 
you. I heard no sounds of a scuffle." 

"It was only a, moment, as I said. Well, here we are, 
Now, what can we do?" 

"How did they get you out of that room? Were you 
blindfolded?" 

"Yes; they, tied a handkerchief over my eyes. I can't 
tell you just how we went, for by that time I had been 
knocked half silly. TTou got off easy, I should say." 

"Oh, I put up no fight, for I knew it wouldn't be ^ any 
use. Now, let me tell you that we are in the hands of 
French Louis, an ex-convict, and one of the most notorious 
confidence men and crooks in New York." 

"Is that a fact! Tall, dark man ?" 

"Yes." 

"That's the fellow who struck me first. What can be his 
object?" 

"I think I can see through his motives." 

"Then for heaven sake tell me what you know." 

"I would if I felt sure how you would take it." 

"Come, come, Brady! Surely the time has passed for 
either of us to hold back." 

"I have no disposition to, except to spare your feelings." 

"Hang my feelings! They have been racked enough. 
They can stand any amount of prodding now." 

"Did you ever hear Mrs. Merrilove speak of a twin 
sister?" 
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"Never! It was part of our agreement that I should nev- 
er ask any questions about her family." 

"I see. She passed under the name of Madam Plorabella. 
Was she supposed to Be a married woman?" 

"A widow." 

"What was her real name?" 

"Thebaud was the name of her husband. Her maiden 
name was Inez Eenier." 

"Where was she from originally?" 

"Montreal. Her parents were French Canadians." 

"Can you give me any other particulars concerning 
her?" 

"I honestly cannot. I have now told you every blessed 
thing I know about Mis. Merrilove's past." 

"Then let me tell you something. This French Louis' 
real name is Thebaud." 

"Heavens!" 

) "It was generally rumored at the time of your marriage 
that Mrs. Merrilove was his wife." 
Marcus reeled. 

"It cannot he so!" he replied, in a hollow voice. 

"I don't say it is so. I merely tell you of the rumor 
which was circulated at the time." 

"But his name must be Louis Thebaud." 

"Then there is some mistake. Inez told me that her first 
husband's name was Jacques. He was an actor. They 
only lived together for a short time. He was killed in a 
railway accident out West." 

"And you believe this?" 

"I never had any reason to doubt Mrs. Merrilove's 
word." 

"All this can be easily proved if we ever get out of 
this." 

"Have you any more distressing suggestions to spring 
upon me?" 
"No." 

"Tell me what you think of it all." 
"Tell me first wherein this woman differed from your 
wife." 

"She was taller and a larger woman in every way." 
"Yet there was a resemblance?" 
"A very strong resemblance." 

"It all seems to bring us back to Old King Brady's ori- 
ginal theory that Mrs. Merrilove had objectionable rela- 
tives who have been blackmailing her. It is his belief 
and mine that she sold her jewels for the purpose of rais- 
ing money to keep these people quiet. Is it not possible 
that not satisfied with that they have been trying to make 1 
her give up her diamonds which you believe to be in the 
safe deposit company's vaults, or to strike you for a large 
sum, both of which she has refused to do, and they are hold- 
ing her until she consents?" 

"It is all possible. Brady, I am almost insane. When 
that fellow Louis comes I believe I will offer him any sum 
he may demand in reason to give me back my wife and set 
us free." 

"As a last resort only that might be done." 



"You seem to have hope." 

"I have Old King Brady behind me. Do you know what 
people say of him?" 

"I don't know what you mean — no." 

"It has always been the saying that Old King Brady 
never fails." 

"Then I hope to heaven it may prove true in this in- 
stance." 

"It will, depend upon circumstances. Now, let me tell 
you something which may encourage you a bit." 

Harry then related how he had called to Dabbs from 
the window. 

"And do you think he will find Old King Brady and put 
him on our track?" Marcus asked. 

"He surely will. Old King Brady is a regular sleuth- 
hound. More than that, these Chinatown crooks are hor- 
ribly afraid of him. They will never dare to treat him 
as they have treated me." 

"Then you propose to sit quietly here and wait for Old 
King Brady to act?" 

"Not by any means! If there is a way into this place 
there must also be a way out. Come, let us jump right 
into work, and see what can be done." 

"Agreed!" cried Marcus, springing up. "You give me 
courage. Let us nght these thugs and blackmailers to a 
finish. There is surely something in Old King Brady's 
theories. I begin to believe that Mrs. Merrilove is actually 
in this house." 

"Yes, and it may .prove the luckiest thing which ever 
happened to us that we were brought here," replied Young 
King Brady. Ha! What noise is that? There seems to 
be someone outside the door now." 



CHAPTEE IX. 

OLD KING BRADY CAPTURES BIO ALICE, BUT PAILS TO FIND 

HABBY. 

Old King Brady put in about one minute in examining 
the double bolts on the door. 

"It's plain enough what this means," he said. "This 
room has been used for trapping unwary Chinks by the 
Highbinders. They enter and are bolted in and held pris- 
oners till they are made to give to that beautiful society of 
thieves, that's all." 

"I guess that's it," replied Dicky. "Suppose we get 
nipped in the same way. Won't it be a good scheme to 
head them off?" 

"We will head them off by taking these two bolts off. I 
expect they were used on Harry and that is what made him 
call out of the window. The boy ought to have been a little 
sharper than that." 

Producing a small screwdriver from one of his secret 
pockets, Old King Brady promptly removed tne fcolts. 
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Then they boltedthe door of the front room on the inside, 
and going into the back room, began investigations there. 

"Dick, your business is to do the lookout act," said Old 
King Brady. "Plant yourself near the door and listen 
with all your ears while I make a careful examination of 
these walls." 

"All right, Mr. B. Do you mind if I smoke a cigarette?" 

"I mind so much that I shall be under the painful neces- 
sity of throwing you out if you light one. Do you want to 
let every Chink in the house know that we are here ? You 
might as well blow a fish-horn or heat a drum." 

"Well, it's hard lines, but I suppose I must submit," as- 
sented Dicky. 

"What you really want is a pipe of hop," continued Old 
King Brady. '-'Pity you can't cut that out, Dick. You are 
really a bright lad if you would only let the dope alone." 

"Well, that's so, Mr. Brady. I own up. I do smoke." 

"Of course you smoke, and equally of course it will land 
you in Sing Sing or the mad-house in the end. You want 
to cut it out while there's time. You were saying that 
you knew French Louis was living here. What do you 
know about the man?" 

"Next to nothing. I have seen him in the joints and I 
have had some talk with him, that's all." 

"Do you know anything- about a large, good-looking wo- 
man who goes around with him?" 

"Sure. Big Alice." 

"Well, what about her?" 

"She's his wife, so they say." 

"It was said that Madam Florabella, who used to dance 
in the Golden Hand was his wife." 

"Naw!" said Dicky, contemptuously. '"Tain't true. I 
was right in it on reporter work when Florabella was the 
rage last year. I met her several times. She wasn't Louis' 
wife. It was her sister. They were just alike in looks, and 
the story got around that Florabella was married to Louis. 
I heard that he was some relation of hers, too, but never 
her husband, that's all bosh! She's married to a swell guy 
among the four hundred now, you know. I foTget his 
name." 

Here was a discovery and in some respects the most im- 
portant one Old King Brady had yet made on the Merrilove 
case. 

"You are sure of this?" he asked Dicky. 
"Dead sure." 
"You knew both sisters?" 
"Of course I did." 
"Dick, were they both dope-fiends?" 
"Come now, Mr. Brady. You are asking me too much. 
I don't want to give anyone away." 

"You have answered my question. They were." 
"Well, there are others." 

"Of course. Now, I'll take you a little further into my 
confidence and tell you that I have a particular reason for 
asking you these questions. You'll be paid for all the help 
and information you give me." 

"That's all right then. If there is anything in it for 



Harry I don't mind telling what I know about them girls. 
Only thing is, I don't want to throw no stones in anybody's 
way." 

"You'll not be doing it." 

"Fire away, then. Ask me whatever you like. I can't 
think of anything more to tell you about them girls only 
that it's a fact they smoked." 

"Were they very far gone?" 

"Alice was — that's Louis' wife. She's a thoroughbred. 
Inez wasn't so bad." 

"She was what you might call a periodical doper?" 

"Yes. She'd smoke for two or three days, and then she 
would quit it for a month and never touch a pipe until the 
fit came on again," 

Old King Brady sat for a few moments, silently pon- 
dering. 

The secret of Mrs. Merrilove's strange conduct was all 
out now.' 

The woman was simply an opium fiend with disreputable 
connections. 

She had been trying to conceal the fact from her hus- 
band. 

So far all was plain, but it was only a step forward on 
the trail. 

The cause of the unfortunate woman's long absence was 
yet to be revealed. 

"Dick, you have done me a great service," Old King 
Brady said at last. 

"Inez is missing, and you are working for her husband, 
trying to find her," replied Dicky. 

"Fm not saying, but you can draw your own conclu- 
sions." 

"I have already drawn them." 

"All right. Ask me no questions. Have you seen Inez 
around the joints since her marriage?" 
"Twice. Once in Hop Foy's and once in Mo Lee's." 
"Lately?" 

"No; I haven't seen her in a couple of months." 
"Who was she with?" 

"Her sister the first time. Second time French Louis 
had them both in tow." 

"Exactly. You are sure you haven't seen her lately?" 

"I'm giving it to you straight, Mr. Brady. That's all 
I can say." 

"Then we will cut the matter out after I have told you 
what I propose to do for you in return for this informa- 
tion." 

"I like to hear what people are going to do for me," said 
Dicky. "Bust ahead, Mr. B." 

"As soon as we find Harry and get this business straight- 
ened up I shall give you a hundred dollars and a complete 
new outfit. Then I expect you to cut the hop out forever 
and stick to your journalistic work." 

Tears came into the eyes of the unfortunate reporter as 
he caught Old King Brady's hand. 

"Mr. Brady,, you're an angel, if there ever was one," he 
exclaimed. 
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"Oh, no," chuckled the old detective. "No wings." 

"Never mind the wings, but I want to say to you that 
what you ask is not so easy. You see, about all the work 
I've been able to put in the papers for the last two years 
has been stories about the hop-joints. To collect the ma- 
terial for those I must go into the joints, and the instant 
I do I'm gone." 

"But is theTe no paper which will give you regular 
work?" 

"Not one. They all expect me to stick to my line. It was 
these editors who made me what I am by giving me assign- 
ments to the joints. You don't understand." 

"I do understand and it's a scandalous shame," Teplied 
the detective. "Well, there is only one thing for you to 
do, and that's to cut out New York and strike for some 
otheT city, and there begin over again. Do you think you 
could cut out the dope if you were started in a strange 
place?" 

"Yes, I do." 

"Well, then, we will help to start you, Harry and I." 

"For which I shall bless you to my dying day." 

"Enough of this," .said Old King Brady. "We must 
get to work now." 

But Old King Brady had actually been at work all the 
time. 

Not with his hands, but with his eyes. 

They had been taking in everything that was to be seen 
about the four walls of that back room. 

As everybody who has followed up the career of the old 
detective is aware, one of Old King Brady's strong points 
is his skill in discovering secret panels, doors, and hidden 



This Old King Brady has reduced to a science, and he 
found himself up against a particularly easy proposition 
nowv 

Even while talking with Dick Dabbs he had discovered 
that there was a lap joint in the wall-paper on the parti- 
tion which was supposed to separate the room from the 
hall beyond., 

Now the old detective stepped into the hall bedroom. 

Here he immediately made the discovery that the bed- 
room was larger than usual in such houses. 

Actually the part of the partition in question was against 
the bedroom. 

On the side toward the big room it ran straight, but on 
the other side it was on a slant. 

"Space between here," muttered the detective. 

He returned to the larger room and examined the parti- 
tion. 

Turning back the lap in the paper he saw it concealed 
the outlines of a narrow door. 

"What are you doing?" demanded Dicky. - 

"Finding secret doors, that's all," the detective replied. 

"Good crop?" 

"Why, yes. I've fou»d one. Next thing is to get it 
open." 



"By gracious, you're a wonder, Mr. B. It takes you about 
two minutes to do what would take other people a year." 

"Oh, don't throw bouquets at me. It makes me tired. 
Besides, I haven't got the door open yet." 

"All the same, you have decided that Harry went through 
that door." 

"I have very little doubt of it. Ah, here you are, Dick. 
I've found the spring." 

.But instead of opening the secret door Old King Brady, 
with a quick movement, suddenly backed away from it 
and blew out the light. 

"What's that for?" asked Dicky. 

"Hush! Someone coming." 

"The deuce!" 

"No talk! Are you armed?" 
"Nixy." 

"Take this revolver. Now, then, here they are. Not 
another word." 

The sounds behind the secret door were now unmistak- 
able. 

Someone was coming upstairs with light, catlike tread. 

Old King Brady, having placed Dicky on one side of 
the door, took up his own stand on the other. 

Then there came a moment of silence. 

"Listening," thought the detective. "Heavens, I hope 
that fellow don't speak!" 

But Dicky was as dumb as an oyster. 

In a^inute the door was suddenly opened. 

Quick as lightning Old King Brady flashed his dark 
lantern at the same time covering the intruder with his 
revolver. Dicky attended to business on the other side. 

It was a woman! 

This to Old King Brady's immense disappointment. 

He had hoped that it would be with French Louis that 
he should have to deal. 

Scared and trembling, the woman at first made as if 
she would have closed the door, but a warning word from 
the detective caused her to stand still. 

"Hello, Alice," said Dicky, carelessly. "It's only me here 
with a friend." 

"What right have you here? What does this mean?" the 
woman demanded in a voice which trembled with rage and 
fear. 

"It means business!" said Old King Brady. "Enter this 
room and close the door." 

"I won't! You would not dare to shoot me!" 

"Enter the room or it will be the worse for you! I 
am an officer of the law!" 

As Old King Brady flashed his shield Big Alice stepped 
into the room, the door closing behind her of its own ac- 
cord. 

"There you are! This is as it should be," said the detec- 
tive. "You have saved me some trouble, and I'll tell you 
my business quick, if you have not already guessed." 

"You are Old King Brady the detective. I know that 
much." 

! "Yes, and I want Young King Brady the detective, who 
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in some way has been enticed into the secret room which 
these walls conceal." 

"I don't know what you are talking about." 

"Yes, you do, and I'll give you just six seconds to de- 
cide. Either lead me to my partner or I shall gather you 
in." 

''It's a mean, dirty trick of yours, Dicky Dabbs!" scream- 
ed Alice. "I'll fix you for this! I'll queer you in the 
joints, I ■" 

Old King Brady seized her by the arm and swung her 
around. 

"Do as I order you and be quick about it!" he sternly 
said. "Eefuse and not only you but your husband, French 
Louis, shall be landed in the Tombs." 

Now Big Alice began to realize that the situation was 
serious. 

"I suppose you've got me foul and I shall have to obey," 
she snarled. "You can follow me." 

She opened the secret door, revealing an ordinary stable 
lantern standing at the top of a flight of narrow steps. 

"Look sharp, Dick!" said the detective. "Don't hesi- 
tate to "shoot in case anyone attempts to interfere with 
us." 

Alice led the way down the steps in silence. 

They seemed to be built between the partitions. 

.On the level of the ground floor they took a queer turn 
and there was a second descent. 

This brought them to a hoarded-up passage which ap- 
peared to run through underground to Pell street. 

Following this passage to its end they came to two iron 
doors. 

"He's in there," growled Big Alice, pointing to the door 
on the right. 

"Open the door!" was the detective's order. , 
"I haven't the key." 
"Who has?" 
"I don't know." 

"There you no doubt lie. Probably you know that your 
husband French Louis has the key." 

"If he has it won't do you any good, for you can't get 
the key from a man who isn't here." 

"Where is Louis?" 

"I don't know where he is, and I wouldn't tell you if 
I did." . . 

"Stand where you are. Keep her covered, Dick." 

"Trust me!" said Dicky. "Alice knows of old what a 
determined fellow I can be if I try. She won't try any of 
her tricks on me." 

Old King Brady now produced his skeleton keys and 
went to work on the door. 

While talking he had been attentively listening for sounds 
behind it, but he had heard none. 

In a moment he found a key which would work, and the 
door flew back. 

"You have lied to me, woman!" he cried. 

The vault was dark and empty. 



"I tell you they were there! I don't know what has be- 
come of them!" exclaimed Big Alice, with a sneering laugh. 



CHAPTER X. 

UP TO THE OPIUM FIEND AT LAST. 

In the matter of secret doors, etc., Young King Brady is 
almost as expert as his chief. 

Having finished his talk with Marcus, Harry at once set 
himself to work to- investigate the situation. 

A brief examination of the walls of their prison showed 
him that there was no other opening except the iron door. 

"If this thing is bolted on the outside then we are 
prisoners here all right," he said. "But if it isn't I think 
I can handle the case." 

He produced hie skeleton keys, and went to work. 

"Do you think you can do anything with those queer- 
looking things?" asked Marcus. 

"They have opened many a door before this," was the 
reply. "Give me a few moments' time, and I guess I can 
surround the problem all right." 

The door came open even while he spoke. 

"Wonderful!" said Marcus. 

"Easy enough," replied Harry. "It is part of our regu- 
lar business. Now here we are in a secret passage. Ques- 
tion is what to do next. Having lost my revolver, I am 
not overanxious to tackle that man French Louis again." 

"And as I had no revolver, I am just as badly off." 

( "Did they get your three hundred, by the way?" 

"No, they didn't. They did not search my pockets. I 
don't know why, for they had every chance to do it while I 
was in their power. Still, it was not done." 

"Here's another door," said Harry. "If it is all the 
same to you I had just as soon take my chances this way 
as to attempt to push back through that house." 

"I am with you, Brady. Anything you say goes." 

"Good! Then we will tackle iron door No. 2. for better 
or for worse. It's hard to tell what we shall run up against. 
Will you be good enough to hold that light?" 

Marcus took the lamp, and Harry started on the second 
door with his skeleton keys. 

It opened readily enough. 

A narrow flight of stairs was revealed. 

Young King Brady now produced his little electric dark 
lantern, which had not been taken from him, and so ar- 
ranged the slide that its light was thrown downward and 
not forward, unless the lantern was turned at an abrupt 
angle. 

"Put that lamp down on the stairs and blow it out," he 
said. "We will work with this. There must be a road to 
the street this way. It is up to us to find it — thafs all." 

They ascended the steps, passing through a door which 
was not locked, and found themselves in a dark hall. 
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"We are up against an opium, joint," whispered Harry. 
"Can't you smell the smoke?" 
"It smells horribly here. Is that burning opium?" 
"Yes." ' 

"I wonder if this hall leads to the street?" 
"It heads toward Pell street, unless I am altogether 
turned around." 

"But we are on Mott street." 

"Don't you believe it. That underground passage 
through which we were both carried led through to Pell 
street, that's a sure thing. Hush, now! We have got to 
go slow. Follow ma" 

The hall was but a short one. 

It ended against a door, and there were two other doors, 
one of which stood ajar on their left. 

Harry pushed this door aside, and found that it led into 
a 'vacant room. 

Through the cracks in a board partition roughly covered 
with wall paper which had broken away in several places, 
light came streaming, and the sound of voices could be 
heard. 

"I tell you what we want is to bleed Mark Merrilove. It 
will pay us better than to attempt to muss with her dia- 
monds, which we can never hope to get out of the safe 
deposit company's vaults without discovery — that's sure!" 

The words were distinctly spoken, the sound coming 
from the room beyond the partition. 

"I don't know but what you are right," replied a different i 
voice. "I am fox bringing the matter to a head dead sud-' 
den, old man." 

"We have got to with Old King Brady on our trail. It's 
no joke." 

Silence followed. 

Harry put his eye to the crack in the partition. Of 
course, he had shut off his dark lantern entirely upon en- 
tering the room. 

The room beyond was large and not ill furnished. 

There were two broad couches in the open part of the 
room. Upon one lay a young woman apparently asleep, 
with an opium layout beside her. 

On the other were two men, with a second layout resting 
upon a Turkish stool alongside this couch. 

One was French Louis and the other one of the men 
Harry had seen with him in the Mott street house. 

The reason of their silence was at once apparent. 

After a while Louis spoke: 

"I tell you, we want to keep our heads to-night, for we 
are liable to run up against Old King Brady. We have 
both had enough of it for the present. Now we want to 
decide what's to be done with Mark Merrilove if you are 
ready to talk." 

"Oh, let's have a sleep and talk afterward." 

"No; we must settle it now." 

"I think that what we need to decide first is what is to 
become of young Brady." 

"Hold him a day or so, then give him a big dose of dope 
and dump him in the lots somewhere. I wouldn't want to 



kill him. He saw Alice, no doubt, and it would kick up al- 
together too big a row." 

"Consider that sealed, then. Now, about the other." 
"Well, I say that our best course is to speak him fair, 
tell him that we have it- in our power to restore his wife to 
him, and that we will do it to-night, and land them both in 
their own house if he will plank down say a hundred thou- 
sand in cash." 

"Thafs all right, but do you imagine he carries that 
amount in his pocket? Come now, Louis, the dope must 
have gone to your head." 

"Not a bit of it. I'll take his checks." 
"He'd stop them, surest thing." 
. "Not he. Think of the scandal. I'll tell him the truth, 

and " 

"Ha, ha, ha!" 

"What are you laughing at, you guy ?" 
"The idea of you telling the truth, Frank Friend." 
"I shall give him my word of honor that he shall never 
be disturbed again." 

"When he sees what a wreck his wife is I fancy he'll be 
for queering us all. I think he had better be kept over till 
Alice has a chance to cash the cheek. She looks enough like 
her sister to fool the bank teller. She can fix herself up . 
some way." 

"And Alice won't cash the check then," said the wo- 
man, suddenly rising up from the other couch. I tell you 
. both right now that Alice has had enough of this evil busi- 
ness. Why the mischief couldn't you let poor Inez alone? 
She was doing the right thing by us. She coughed up lib- 
eral, didn't she? I say it's a shame to wreck her life like 
we have." 

"Who has?" demanded French Louis fiercely. "I didn't 
do it. Inez came here of her own accord. She always 
smoked and she always will till she dies." 

"It's a lie!" cried Alice fiercely. "You urged the dope 
upon her till you have near put her out of business. She*s 
been in it near a month now, and it's all your fault, with 
your trying to make her give up her diamonds and black- 
mail her husband." 

"It's blamed little help we get from you anyway, except 
to spend what cash comes in," growled Louis'. "But I don't 
want no more of this jaw!" 

"Alice! Alice! I want a drink, of water. Alice!" called 
a feeble voice from* behind the curtain. "Come to me, 
Alice! I think I'm going to die to-night." 

"My wife!" exclaimed Marcus, in an audible voice. 
He made for the door and would have rushed out into 
( the hall if Harry had not caught his arm and pulled him 
back. 

"Who spoke then? Somebody in the other room!!' shout- 
ed Louis, and there was a shuffling of feet inside. 

"Confound you, man, you have ruined all!" gasped Har- 
ry. "Out through the hall with you — quick!" 
J "Never!" shouted Marcus, struggling to free himself. 
( "My wife! I want my wife!" 

He broke away from Harry and dashed into the hall. 
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"Madman!" gasped Young King Brady, springing after 
him. "Now we are up against it for all we are worth!" 



CHAPTER XI. , 

OLD KING BRADY FINDS THE OPIUM FIEND. 

"Alice, you are butting against Old King Brady, do 
you know that?" cried Dicky Dabbs. "You are making a 
big mistake." 

The old detective had closed the door of the vault and 
stood looking fixedly at the girl. 

"You hear the advice of your former friend, daughter,", 
said the old detective, solemnly. "You will do well to 
heed it. I am not a man to be trifled with. This wili 
land you in the Tombs." 

"I can't help it," was the reply. 

"We will return to the rooms, Dick," said the detective. 
"You can give the signal to Officer Mallon. This woman 
must be run in. Te will then return and look into French 
Louis' case." 

Suddenly Alice broke into a passion of tears, and flung 
herself at Old King Brady's feet. 

"Oh, save me! Save me!" she cried. "Save my poor sis- 
ter! People say that you are a kind-hearted man. Get us 
both out of this dreadful den! I can stand it no longer. 
I will even give up my husband to see the last of this hor- 
rible life." • 

"Daughter," said Old King Brady, in a voice full of deep 
sympathy, "it is to save your unfortunate sister that I made 
this trip to Chinatown to-night. I am with you! I will 
surely help you if you will help me!" 

Alice was sobbing so that she could hardly speak.' 

"I'll do it," she said at length, "but I run a terrible risk. 
Louis will surely kill me if he ever catches me after this." 

"He never must — he never shall! Speak! Tell me all! 
Talk to me just as you would to your own father." 

Alice gave a hollow laugh. 

"My own father was a thief and a scoundrel," she said, 
"so your comparison is a poor one. But 1 am in the mind 
to help you for poor Inez's sake. Take me back to the 
room upstairs. I have been hitting the pipe heavy all day. 
Give me time to pull myself together and think." 

"But my partner. How will the delay affect him?" 

"It can do him no harm. Already he.is in the hands of 
the Highbinders, and my brother-in-law, Marcus Merrilove, 
is a prisoner, too. Where they have been taken I do not 
know, but I can find out. Only let me get calm." 

"Come," said Old King Brady. "You shall have all the 
time you want. Lead the way back, Dick." 

They were back in the room in a minute. 

Alice flung herself on the lounge, and burying her face 
in her hands for a time lay so without speaking. 

In a few minutes Big Alice sat up and arranged her hair. 

"I'm all right now, Mr. .Brady," she said. "Now I'm 



going to confess. Don't interrupt. Listen to what I am 
going to tell you while the mood is on me, for it may 
change. First tell me, were you hired by Marcus Merrilove 
to find his wife?" 
"Yes." 

"Then it's a great pity that you did not come straight to 
me in the first place. If you had done so a lot of trouble 
would have been saved. Inez Merrilove is my sister. She 
is here in Chinatown to-night, and she has been here for 
nearly a month. Of course, you know what that means. 
She has smoked and smoked until she has reduced herself 
to a skeleton. Her mind is about gone, she is too weak to 
stand on her feet. I would have got her out of it and sent 
her home long ago if I could, but it was out of my power. 
In the first place she would not listen to me, and in the nest 
my husband would have surely killed me if I had made the 
attempt. It is a shame! Her life is wrecked, and it did 
not have to be. She has been so good to us, too. She even 
sold her jewels to give us money which she was too proud to 
ask her husband for. Listen! To-inght I met her husband 
in the street. I started to take him to her. I thought my 
husband had gone out. I was mistaken. Merrilove was cap- 
tured and then along came your partner and he was cap- 
tured, too. Both were locked up in that vault. In some 
way they managed to get out, and they came on to where 
we were. Merrilove heard Inez speak, and he made a break 
for her. Well, he was captured again, and so was your 
partner. Louis turned them over to the Highbinders, and 
as true as heaven hears me I don't know where they are 
now." 

"And that's your confession?" said Old King Brady. 

"That's my confession, down to the last word. It sepa- 
rates me from my husband forever, but if it results in sav- 
ing my sister I am satisfied." 

"And where is Mrs. Merrilove now?" 

"In a house on Pell street, where she has been for weeks." 

"She was seen on the Bowery within a Couple of weeks." 

"No, no! She hasn't been off her bed in a fortnight. If 
anybody thought they saw her it was me. I have but just 
left her. I came up here to get some of my things. We are 
about quitting these rooms." 

"And French Louis. Where is he?" 

"I don't know. He went off with the Highbinders. I 
haven't seen him since." 

"Dick, call the officers," said Old King Brady. 

Alice sprang to her feet. 

"Do you mean to go back on me! Do you mean to arrest 
me, after all?" she cried. "Well, I might have known!'' 

" No, my dear! No! You are not in it at all. Stick to me 
and all will be well, but your sister must be removed from 
the house in which you say she is." 

Dicky hurried to the front window and was fluttering his 
handkerchief now. 

A moment later and Officer Mallon and two other police- 
men came tramping up the stairs. 

Old King Brady stood with the door of the back room 
open, ready to admit them. 
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Behind him stood Big Alice, trembling all over. She still 
had her doubts. She was not ready to trust Old' King Brady 
yet. 

"Have you found him?" asked Mallon, as he entered the 
room. 

"Not yet. I am on his trail, however," Old King Brady 
replied. "Here is a lady who is going to help us. You 
know her?" 

"Big Alice? Oh, yes. I know her and she knows me. 
Do you want her pulled in?" 

"Not at all. The programme is altogether different. In 
the first place t want an ambulance from the Hudson street 
Hospital called for on the phone. Alice, where shall it 
come to?" 

Alice gave the number of the house on Pell street. 

"Let the ambulance wait across the street till summon- 
ed," said Old King Brady, "and let there be three officers 
with it at least. Dick, you can go and give the call from 
the Elizabeth street station. Mallon, give him a line to the 
sergeant so that he can get prompt attention. You and 
your two partners are to stay with me." 

Dicky departed. 

"We go now," said Old King Brady. "Alice, lead the 
way through the secret passage." 

"An' sure is there a secret passage between here and that 
house on Pell street!" exclaimed Mallon. "I always thought 
it. Twict fellers have given me the slip in that house. 
This explains it now." 

"Come on! Let us waste no further time in talk," said 
Old King Brady, throwing open the secret door. "Officer, 
is there any excitement below on the street?" 

The last was addressed to one of Mallon's companions, 
who had just come in from the front room. * 

"There's a few Chinks around the door," was the reply. 
"There's a fan-tan joint in the basement, and I suppose 
they think we are going to raid that. There's an officer 
below, however. He'll see that no one come up the stairs." 

"Enough," said Old King Brady, "bolt the door in the 
front room. "Now, Alice, follow us, and keep up a good 
heart." 

Big Alice had now grown quite self-contained. 

She led the way down the secret stairs and through the 
underground passage to the two iron doors. 

Opening the one on the left she passed on and at length 
entered the room into which Harry and Marcus had looked 
through the partition. 

"Alice! Alice! Have j'ou come at last ?" called a feeble 
voice from behind the curtain. "Come here, quick. Cook 
me another pill. I must have a smoke right away or I shall 
die!" 

Alice drew aside the curtain, Tevealing the attenuated 
form of a once beautiful woman stretched upon a low cot 
bed. 

It was a pitiful sight. 

The unfortunate victim of the deadly drug was wasted 
almost to a shadow. 



She raised herself upon her arm and screamed in ter- 
ror. 

"Oh, Alice! You have betrayed me! Oh, oh, oh!" 
"Be calm, Mrs. Merrilove," said Old King Brady, step- 
ping up. "We have come to save you!" 

At last Old King Brady had reached the end of his trail. 
He had come' up with the long-missing opium fiend. 



CHAPTER XII. 



CONCLUSION. 



Clutching Marcus by the arm and pulling him away 
from the door of the other room, Harry tried to drag him 
ftirough the passage toward Pell street. 

"Let me go! Unhand me!" shouted the millionaire, 
struggling. "My wife is in that room! You shan't stop 
me! I will have her out!" 

But Harry's was the superior strength, and he succeeded 
in holding his own. 

"Calm yourself! For heaven sake calm yourself! You 
are spoiling everything!" he breathed. "What we want is 
to get out on the street. Then the game is in our hands!" 

Long before this Harry expected to see the door fly open 
and to find revolvers planked at his head. 

It did not work that way at all. 

The door opened slightly. 

Somebody peered out into the passage, but Hafry could 
not see who it was. 

Then the door was closed, and a key heard to turn in the 
lock, after which all was still. 

"Brady, let me go," panted Marcus. 

"To the street! Not back in there! See, the way is open 
before us. The only way to help your wife is to save our- 
selves." 

"You are right!" replied Marcus, now realizing the mis- 
take he had made. Unhand me! I'll be good." 

Harry let go his hold, and threw open the door at the 
end of the passage, 

As he did so a bell somewhere in the distance rang sharp- 

iy. " ' 

"Quick! Quick! That means that they are going to try 
to head us off!" 

They groped their way on through the darkness, coming 
to a flight of stairs leading down. 

There was a grimy bracket lamp burning in the hall be- 
low. 

"Downstairs with you," said Harry, not daring to trust 
Marcus behind him. 

They bounded down two steps at a time. 

Gaining this hall the light of Pell street could be seen 
through the open door at its end. 

Now the way seemed clear, and yet actually the game 
was altogether lost. 
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Before they had gone three steps, doors flew open ahead 
and behind them. 

In an instant the hall was swarming with Chinamen. 

Everyone had a big revolver, and they crowded about 
the young detective and his companion and headed them 
off in their retreat. 

"Highbinders!" gasped Harry. 

"Don't shoot! Don't shoot! Catch 'em, boys!" shouted 
a voice from the head of the stairs. 
A fierce struggle followed. 

Harry and Marcus struck out right and left, both using 
their fists for all they were worth. 

Harry laid out three Chinamen, and Marcus felled two. 

But the end was what might have been expected. 

Harry was floored by a fearful blow on the back of his 
head, which for the time being deprived him of his senses. 

When his wits returned he found himself lying on the 
floor of a low-ceilinged, dingy room almost bare of furni- 
ture, with his hands securely tied behind him. 

Marcus, in the same fix, lay beside him, with his head all 
cut and bleeding. 

There were as many as a dozen Chinamen in the room, all 
jabbering away unintelligibly. 

So great was the noise and confusion that if Young King 
Brady had not known the Chinese character as well as 
he did he might have supposed that* his last hour had come. 

"They will never kill me," he thought. "My shield is my 
protection. Thesje are Highbinders, of course, and while 
they are ready enough to kill a Chink I never heard of a de- 
tective being killed by them. It is French Louis we have 
to - fear." 

A groan from Marcus attracted him then, and he rolled 
over and faced his companion. 

"Now see where we have landed!" moaned Marcus. 
"This is the end." 

"No, no! Have courage. We will work out of this. Give 
me time to think," replied Harry. "Are you much hurt?" 

"My face is cut, and I've been kicked half to death — 
nothing worse. But oh, my wife! My unfortunate wife! 
You heard, Brady. Think of the dreadful fix she is in." 

"Hush!" answered Harry. "Here comes French Louis. 
We shall know more now." 

The door opened, and Louis entered, accompanied by a 
villainous looking fellow whom Harry soon recognized by 
his voice as the man addressed as "Frank Friend." 

Louis began taking gibberish with the Chinamen, all 
but three of whom then left the room, those who remained 
stationing themselves near the door. 

"Well, so you fellers were trying to give me the slip, 
eh?" said the confidence man, approaching. "A nice mess 
you have made of it. Doing a little spying into my private 
affairs, eh? That's all right, too." 

"My wife! What have you done to my wife? You have 
fed her on opium till you have murdered her!" cried Mar- 
j cus. "That such a thing could be done in New York! It 
is scandalous! Oh, you will pay for this!" 
Louis laughed. 
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"You have got the cart before the horse, my respected 
brother-in-law," he replied. "Instead of me it is you who 
is to do the paying. If you had stopped quiet where I put 
you then there would have been no trouble. I don't want 
to keep your wife. She came to me of her own accord, and 
she has remained with me because she chose to do so. Per- 
haps you don't know who I am." 

"I don't know you and I don't want to know you," flash- 
ed Marcus. "But if you know when you are well off you 
will set us free." 

"Cool down. Come off your perch and listen to reason," 
said Louis. "Come now, young Brady! You needn't be 
making big eyes at me. You know that I am a man to be 
feared if this fellow don't." 

"You had better cut all this out, Louis," replied Harry, 
with as much calmness as he could assume. "If you have 
got a proposition to put to Mr. Merrilove, why put it, and 
let us know the worst at once." 

"That's what we have," put in Frank Friend. "We've 
got a proposition to put to him that's straight goods, and 
will end this here business at once. I see no sense in drag- 
ging it out. I " . 

"Shut up, Frank!" broke in French Louis. "You're 
doped. Don't you go buttin' in, for there's no call for it. 
If you do there'll be trouble — see?" 

"I butt in all I like. I'm as much interested in this 
business as you are." 

"You are, hey? This man is my brother-in-law, I want 
you to understand, although he may not know it. This is 
a family affair, and I don't want no interference from no 
professional dope fiend like you." 

"Who's a dope fiend?" 

"You are!" 

"You're another! You're doped now. You don't know 
what you're talking about. You would go on all night 
jawing like you have been. Meanwhile there hain't noth- 
ing doing. What we want is cash." 

"And what I want is my wife!" Marcus broke out. " Quit 
your interference, you man! If French Louis is married to 
Mrs. Merrilove's sister as I understand he is, then he's 
the only person I shall listen to." 

'•'You hear, Louis," said Young King Brady. "Put your 
proposition. Be done with all this nonsense!" 

"I want a hundred thousand dollars cash. For that I'll 
restore your wife and set you free," said Louis. "Now 
you know the worst." 

"And it's too little," growled Frank Friend. "If it was 
me I'd make it two hundred thousand or nothing." 

Marcus took it more coolly than Harry expected would be 
the case. 

"Give me time to consult my friend here," he said. "Pull 
out and come back in ten minutes." 

"Not on your life," said Louis. "We want an answer 
right now." 

"Do you suppose I carry any such sum of money about 
with me?" 
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"I'll take your check." 

"Then you'll be a fool!" broke in Frank Friend. 
"Who are you calling a fool?" flashed Louis, turning on 
him in a rage. 

A fierce quarrel followed. 

Both men were half -crazed with their deep indulgence 1n 
the opium pipe. 

As they raved away at each other Harry nudged Marcus 
with his elbow. 

"This matter is getting serious!" he whispered. "They'll 
stick each other in a minute. It will be a case of the Kil- 
kenny cats." 

"It's dreadful," breathed Marcus, "and to think that my 
poor wife is lying suffering — dying perhaps — upstairs." 

To repeat the talk which passed between the two irate 
confidence men would be to soil our pages with language 
unfit to print. 

As the quarrel progressed the door opened and several 
Chinamen glided into the room. 

"Those fellows mean mischief!" thought Harry. "This 
affair is taking a strange turn." 

The thought had no more than crossed his mind when 
Louis hurled an epithet at Frank Friend which was a little 
too rank to be bome. 

Then came the climax. 

Quick as lightning Friend whipped out a knife. 

There was a rush, a cry, and a fall. 

French Louis, with a stab wound above the heart, fell face 
downward to the floor. 

"Now I'm it!" roared the maniac — for Friend was little 
more. 

He waved the bloody knife and made a rush at Marcus. 
"You'll give up or you'll die!" he shouted. 
But he never reached his man. 

To his own astonishment as well as that of the High- 
binders assembled, up leaped Young King Brady, and 
seizing the hand which held the knife, twisted the wrist 
until Friend dropped it, while with his disengaged hand 
Harry clutched him by the throat. 

"Help, you Chinks!" he shouted. "You all know Old 
King Brady! Beware of his vengeance if you go back on me 
now!" 

Then in the fierce struggle which followed the Highbind- 
ers closed aTound them, jabbering like so many monkeys. 

Were they coming as friends or foes? 

Young King Brady could not tell, and once again he 
raised his voice in a wild appeal for help. 

******* 

"She is dead!" 

"No, she has only fainted. Here, force a few drops of 
this whisky down her throat. It may not revive her for 
the moment, but it will help to keep her alive." 

It was Old King Biady who spoke, in answer to Officer 
Mallon's exclamation, when Mrs. Merrilove fell back un- 
conscious on the bed. 

Big Alice brushed them both aside. 

"Hush," she cried. "It is nothing. She is often this 



way. What we want is to get her to the hospital. You were 
right, Mr. Brady. It is the only way to save her. I should 
have acted long ago." 

"She cannot be moved as she is," said the old detective. 
"Stand aside, please. I'm something of a doctor. This 
woman's life must be saved." 

Producing his whisky flask the detective forced a swal- 
low of its contents between those white, set lips. 

The effect was most satisfactory. 

Mrs. Merrilove opened her eyes. She appeared to be 
quite collected when she faintly said : 
"Alice! Am I arrested?" 

"No, no! We all want to help you, Inez. We are all 
friends here." 
"Alice!" 
"Well, Inez?" 

"What did they do with him? Poor fellow! How much 
I have made him suffer! Louis won't harm him, will he? 
Tell him I will give him all my diamonds. All I ask is 
that he bring my dear husband to me." «, 

"It shall be done, Inez. It shall be done right away." 

Alice drew away from the bed and beckoned to Old King 
Brady to follow her out into the hall. 

"Look here," she said, hurriedly, "there is only one way 
to save her and that is to do as she asks. See Hop Toy! 
Below his joint there is a secret passage communicating 
with this house. It starts from rooms which are now oc- 
cupied by the Hip Sing Yong, or Highbinders' lodge. I 
have no doubt that Louis has your partner and my brother- 
in-law prisoners in the Highbinders' hangout now. Pull 
the place and lose no time, for on being reunited with her 
husband my sister's life depends. There, Brady, I have 
played my last card. I have told you all I know." 

"Settled," said Old King Brady. "It shall be done. 
Mallon, come here!" 

Officer Mallon responded on the instant. 

"Leave your two men here and come with me," said Old 
King Brady. "Alice has given me a clew at last. We must 
pull Hop Toy's." 

"It's a tough proposition, Mr. Brady. Hop Toy has a big 
pull himself. He could break me if he chose." 

"He'll never break you. Trust me to prevent it. Come!" 

They hurried downstairs and out on Pell street. 

The ambulance had not arrived but four policemen 
had. They were standing with Dicky Dabbs on the oppo- 
site side of the way. 

Pell street was almost deserted. 

The sudden appearance of the police had sent the Chinks 
and their followers skurrying into their foul hiding places 
like rats into their holes. 

"Follow me, gentlemen," said Old King Brady. 

He crossed the street with his men behind him, and they 
entered the dark hallway leading to Hop Toy's notorious 
opium joint. ' 

"I'll stay and watch out for the ambulance," said Dicky 
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Dabbs. "It would queer me in the joints forever to be 
mixed up in this." 

"Let it!" cried Old King Brady. "Nothing better could 
happen to you. If you are the friend to Harry that you 
profess to be stick close to me now." 

"By thunder, I'll do it!" cried Dicky. "Here goes, hit 
or miss." 

A moment later and Old King Brady, tumbling the Chi- 
nese guard into the corner, had kicked in Hop Toy's door. 

The opium joint was crowded with smokers, both Chinese 
and whites. 

Many started up, terrified at the sudden appearance of 
the police, but others were too deep in the dope to pay heed. 

"What want? Whatee mlatter, Blady!" screamed Hop 
Toy, pushing up to them with terror written all over his 
face. 

"Take us to the Highbinders' lodgeroom at once, or we'll 
pull you in and close }-our place," thundered Old King 
Brady. 

Hop Toy thought fast. 
Hi? decision was reached in just one second. 
"Dlis way!" he said, flinging open a door. "Down dose 
stairs." 

And then, as Old King Brady, followed by the officers, 
hurried down the dark stairs, a wild cry for help came up 
from the depths below. 



Young King Brady found himself with a tough con- 
tract on hand. 

It was not as friends, but as foes that the Highbinders 
came upon him. 

They seized him from behind, and tore him away from 
Prank Friend, who was crowded into a corner. 

"Kill de Blady detective! Kill! Kill!" they shouted. 
"He queer de Hip Sing Yong!" 

"Yes, kill him! Kill him!" shrieked Frank Friend. 

"Help! Help! Help!" yelled Marcus at the top of his 
lungs. 

Harry, struggling for all he was worth, neveT dreamed 
that the appeal would be heard. 
But it was! 

Still struggling, he tore himself free, and struck out right 
and left. 

Down went a Chink on the right, over tumbled another 
on the left. 

Harry was just blackening the eye of a third Highbinder 
when the door flew open, and Old King Brady, followed 
by Dicky Dabbs and the police, burst into the room. 

The Chinks skurried away like so many rats. 

Dashing up to Frank Friend, Harry cried : 

"Arrest that man! I charge him with attempted mur- 
der. Oh, Governor! You came just in time!" 

It was indeed as timely an arrival as Old King Brady had 
ever made, for in the unequal struggle it is more than 
doubtful if Harrv could have held his own. 



! It was all over in an instant, of course. 

I Frank Friend was arrested, but French Louis was found 
to be just breathing his last, slain by the hand of his com- 
panion in crime. 

i No Chinaman was detained, and the officers retreated, 
much to Hop Toy's relief. 

Five minutes later Marcus Merrilove had folded his wife 
in his strong manly arms. 

"There's true love for you," Old King Brady whispered 
to Harry. "If he can cure her he may get a good wife 
yet." 

The Bradys' trip to Chinatown was ended, and we pro- 
pose to draw the veil over Marcus Merrilove's private af- 
fairs. 

Sufficient to say that the suffering woman was removed 
to the Hudson Street Hospital, her sister accompanying 
her. 

The death of French Louis, which occurred before the 
Bradys left the Highbinders' lodge room, was not com- 
municated to Alice till later. 

Mrs. Merrilove promptly responded to treatment, and in 
a few days was removed to a private institution, still ac- 
companied by her sister, where both remained for a month. 

Later the sisters sailed away with Marcus in his yacht. 
They made a tour of the world, and were gone a year. 

Upon their return Marcus informed Old King Brady 
that both were entirely cured of the baneful habit which 
had so nearly wrecked their lives. 

Dicky Dabbs, put on his feet by Harry, is now a re- 
formed character, and is doing well at his profession in a 
Western city. 

Frank Friend went to the chair for the murder of French 
Louis. 

It is doubtful if the Bradys ever received a more liberal 
reward than came to them at Marcus Merrilove's hand. 

"You have saved my wife's life and my own," he de- 
clared to the detectives. 

Perhaps the last was true. Who can tell? 

Certainly great good came to the young multimillion- 
aire through the Bradys' trip to Chinatown. 

THE END. 

Read "THE BRADYS AND DIAMOND DAN; OR, 
THE MYSTERY OF THE JOHN STREET JEWELS," 
which will be the next number (292) of "Secret Service." 



SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly 
are always in print. If you cannot obtain them from any 
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by 
mail to FRANK TOTTSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION 
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies 
you order by return mail. 
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MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.— Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of 
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Hugo Koch, A. C S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY. — Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.— Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.— The most complete 
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE. — 
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road ; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. — A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By 0. Stansfield Hicks. 

FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK. — 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.— Everybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. — Everyone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND. — 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

Na 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE. — Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
healthy muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
in this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of eelf-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the differ- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
vrithout an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO* BECOME A GYMNAST. — Containing full 
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE. — Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword ; also instruction in archery.. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 

TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

Na 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.— Containing 
explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks ; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
sleight-of-hand; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
specially prepared cards. By Professor Hansen. Illustrated. 



No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS. — Em- 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il- 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS. — The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller's second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the 
boy on the stage ; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.-^iontaining the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

Na 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. — Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with, chemicals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEfGHT OF HAND.— Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. — Containing full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS. — Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A. 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.— Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By. A. Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR. — Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. — Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- 
gineer; also directions for building a model locomotive; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

Na 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, JEolian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de- 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

Na 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN. — Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention. 
Also full directions for Its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS. — Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

LETTER WRITING. 

Na 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTER S. — A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.— Giving 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

Na 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS "TO GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects ; 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

Na 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.— A wonderful little 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any- 
body you wish to write to. Every young man and every young 
lady in the land should have this book. 

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY. — Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen lettePS. 



THE STAGE. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the 
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful little book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OB 1 NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER. — 
Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 
ment and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE 
AND JOKE BOOK. — Something new and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES. — This is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of 
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of 
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.— Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.— Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.— Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 
lished. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK. — One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
coo.ks. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men and women ; it will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY.— A de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES. — Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R.*A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS. — Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.— By Harry 
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY. — A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than any book published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES. — A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS. — Containing all 
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.— A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage, Casino, Forty-Five, Bounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 
- No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. — Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Andewon. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT ; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.— It 
is a great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
.11 about. There's happiness in it 
No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE. — Containing the rules and etiquette 
f good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap- 
learing' to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
a the drawing-room. 



DECLAMATION. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE! AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
— Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
ialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
rith many standard readings. 

PRICE 10 CENTS- EACH, OR 3 FOR 2B CENTS. 



No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER. — Containing four- 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the most 
simple and concise manner possible. 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE. — Giving rules for conducting de- 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the best 
source* for procuring information on the questions given. 

SOCIETY. * 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT— The arts and wiles of flirtation are 

fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con* 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 

little book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE. — A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS. — Containing full instruction In the 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL. — One of the 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless, fyad this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS. — Handsomely illustrated" Sn9 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POUXTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS. — A useful and .instructive book. Handsomely illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS. — Including hints 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and bird*. 
Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 
Keene. 

No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS.— A 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, animals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS. — Giving com- 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping, 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind star 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. a HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. — A useful and in- 
structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rection* for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.— A complete hand-book tot 
making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc., etc. 

No. 19. — Frank tousevs united states distanch 

TABLES, POCKET COMPANION AND GUIDE.— Giving the 
official distances on all the railroads of the United States and 
Canada. Also table of distances by water to foreign ports, hack 
fares in the principal cities, reports of the census, etc., etc., making 
it one of the most complete and handy books published 

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. — A won- 
derful book, containing useful and practical information in the 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments' common to every 
family. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS. — Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
Of stamps and coins, Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 38. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.— By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rule's for beginners, and also relates some adventure* 
and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 00. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also how te make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 
Abney. 

No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing full explanations how to gain admittance, 
course of Study, , Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet." 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET. — Complete In- 
structions of how te gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy 
should know te become an officer in the United States Navy. Com- 
piled and written by Ln Senarens, author of "How to Become *J 
West Point Military Cadet" 



Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New Tuffe* 



A Grand War 



BLUE AND GRAY WEEK 

Stories of Brave Northern and 
Southern Boys in the Civil War 

BY LIEUT. HARRY LEE 

WB" EACH NUMBER COMPLETE A 32-PAGE BOOK FOR 5 GENTS ! 
WW DO NOT FAIL TO BUY A COPY ~*B 



A New Story Will Be Published Every Week 

All of these stirring stories are based on historical facts. They relate the exciting adventures of two gallant young 
officers in the rebellion. Each alternate story deals with the Forth and South. There is absolutely no partisan- 
ship shown. In one story the exploits of Captain Jack Clark, of the Fairdale Blues, is given. In the next, 
Captain Will Prentiss figures with his company, the Virginia Grays. Thus, both sides of the war are shown in the 
most impartial manner. You will like the stories of the South as well as you will like those of the North. Both are 
Teplete with daring incidents, great battles and thrilling military situations. An interesting love theme runs through 
each story. Bead the following numbers; they will be issued on the dates given below: 



NO. 

1 Off to the War ; or, X5he Boys in Blue Mustered In 

2 At the Front ; or, 15he Boys in Gray in Battle 

3 Holding the Line; or, 15he Boys in Blue's Great Defense 

4 On a. Forced March : or, 15he Boys in Gray to the Rescue 

5 Through the Lines : or, 15he Boys in Blue on a. Raid 

6 Prisoners of War; or, 15he Boys in Gra.y in Limbo 

7 On Special Service; or, 15he Boys in Blue in Danger 

8 Bivouac and Battle; or, 15he Boys in Gray's Hard Campaign 



ISSUED 

Aug. 12 
Aug. 19 
Aug. 26 
Sept. 2 
Sept. 9 
Sept. 16 
Sept. 23 
Sept. 30 



For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any Address on Eeceipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher No. 24 UNION SQUARE. NEW YOR1 



IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

Of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from. this office direct Cat out and ) 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we wiH send them to you by ' 
turn mail POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

• • • *=*•!• ■•• * ■*■• ••>••• ■>•••••••,■■•*•>• *• 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, Few York. 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me: 

.copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos.: j 

" " WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos ' 

« FRANK EEADE WEEKLY, Nos. 

" PLUCK AND LXJCK, Nos 

" SECRET SERVICE, Nos. •■■ 

" THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos.. . . : 

" BLUE AND GRAY WEEKLY, Nos. 

" Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos. . . . . , 





SECRET SERVICE 

OLD AND YOUM KING BRADY, DETECTIVES. 

PRICE 5 CTS. 32 PAGES. COLORED COVERS. ISSUED WEEKLY 



LATEST ISSUES: 

208 The Hradys on the Bowery; or, The Search for a Missing Girl. 

20S> The Bradys and the Pawnbroker ; or, A Very Mysterious Case. 

210 The Bradys and the Gold Fakirs ; or, Working for the Mint. 

211 The Bradys at Bonanza Bay ; or, Working on a Million Dollar 

Clew. 

212 The Bradys and the Black Riders; or, The Mysterious Murder at 

Wildtown. 

213 The Bradys and Senator Slam; or, Working With Washington 

Crooks. 

214 The Bradys and the Man from Nowhere ; or, Their Very Hardest 

215 The Bradys and "No. 99" ; or, The Search for a Mad Million- 

aire. 

216 The Bradys at Baffin's Bay ; or, The Trail Which Led to the Arc- 

tic. 

217 The Bradys and Gim Lee; or, Working a Clew in Chinatown. 

218 The Bradys and the "Yegg" Men ; or, Seeking a Clew on the 

Road. 

219 The Bradys and the Blind Banker; or, Ferretting Out the Wall 

Street Thieves. 

220 The Bradys and the Black Cat ; or, Working Among the Card 

Crooks of Chicago. 

221 The Bradys and the Texas Oil King; or, Seeking a Clew in the 

Southwest. 

222 The Bradys and the Night Hawk ; or, New York at Midnight. 

223 The Bradys in the Bad Lands; or. Hot work in South Dakota. 

224 The Bradys at Breakneck Hall ; or, The Mysterious House on the 

Harlem. 

225 The Bradys and the Fire Marshal ; or, Hot Work in Horners- 

ville. 

226 The Bradys and the Three Sheriffs; or, Doing a Turn in Ten- 

nessee. 

227 The Bradys and the Opium Smugglers; or, A Hot Trail on the 

Pacific Coast. 

228 The Bradys' Boomerang; or, Shaking Up the Wall Street Wire 

Tappers. 

229 The Bradys Among the Rockies ; or, Working Away Out West. 

230 The Bradys and Judge Lynch ; or. After the Arkansas Terror. 

231 The Bradys and the Bagg Boys; or, Hustling in the Black Hills. 

232 The Bradys and Captain Bangs ; or, The Mystery of a Mississippi 

Steamer. 

233 The Bradys in Maiden Lane; or, Tracking the Diamond Crooks. 

234 The Bradys and Wells-Fargo Case; or, The Mystery of the Mon- 

tana Mail. 

235 The Bradys. and "Bowery Bill"; or, The Crooks of Coon Alley. 

236 The Bradys at Bushel Bend; or, Smoking Out the Chinese Smug- 

glers. 

237 The Bradys and the Messenger Boy ; or, The A. D. T. Mystery. 

238 The Bradys and the Wire Gang; or, The Great Race-Track 

Swindle. 

239 The Bradys Among the Mormons; or, Secret Work in Salt Lake 

City. 

240 The Bradys and "Fancy Frank" ; or. The Velvet Gang of Flood 

Bar. 

241 The Bradys at Battle Cliff ; or, Chased Up the Grand Canyon. 

242 The Bradys and "Mustang Mike" ; or, The Man With the Branded 

Hand. 

243 The Bradys at Gold Hill ; or, The Mystery of the Man from 

Montana. 

244 The Bradys and Pilgrim Pete; or, The Tough Sports of Terror 

Gulch. 

245 The Bradys and the Black Eagle Express; or, The Fate of the 

Frisco Flyer. 

246 The Bradys and Hi-Lo-Jak : or, Dark Deeds in Chinatown. 

247 The Bradys and the Texas Rangers: or, Rounding up the Green 

248 The Bradys and "Simple Sue" ; or, The Keno Queen of Sawdust 

City. 

^ For Sale by All Newsdealers, or will be Sent to Any 

FRANK TOUSET, Publisher, 



Dealings With Doctor Death. 
; or, The Hard Gang of Hard- 

; or, A Hurry Call from Arizona, 
or, Landing the Log Rollers 



249 The Bradys and the Wall Street Wizard ; or, the Cash That Did. 

Not Come. 

250 The Bradys and Cigarette Charlie ; or, the Smoothest Crook in 

the World. 

251 The Bradys at Bandit Gulch ; or, From Wall Street to the Far 

West. 

252 The Bradys In the Foot-Hills ; or, The Blue Band of Hard Luck 

Gulch. 

253 The Bradys and Brady the Banker ; or, The Secret of the Old 

Santa Fe Trail. 

254 The Bradys' Graveyard Clue; or, 

255 The Bradys and "Lonely Luke" : 

scrabble. 

256 The Bradys and Tombstone Tom 

257 The Bradys' Backwoods Trail ; 

Gang. 

258 The Bradys and "Joe Jinger" ; or, The Clew in the Convict Camp. 

259 The Bradys at Madman's Roost ; or, A Clew from the Golden 

Gate. 

260 The Bradys and the Border Band ; or, Six Weeks' Work Along 

the Line. 

261 The Bradys in Sample City; or, The Gang of the Silver Seven. 

262 The Bradys' Mott Street Mystery; or, The Case of Mrs. Chtng 

Chow. 

263 The Bradys' Black Butte Raid ; or, Trailing the Idaho "Terror." 

264 The Bradys and Jockey Joe ; or, Crooked Work at the Racetrack. 

265 The Bradys at Kicking Horse Canyon ; or, Working for the Can- 

adian Pacific. 

266 The Bradys and "Black Jack" ; or, Tracking the Negro Crooks. 

267 The Bradys' Wild West Clew ; or, Knocking About Nevada. 

268 The Bradys' Dash to Deadwood ; or, A Mystery of the Black 

Hills. 

269 The Bradys and "Humpy Hank" ; or, The Silver Gang of Shasta. 

270 The Bradys and Dr. Dockery ; or, The Secret Band of Seven. < ■ 

271 The Bradys' Western Raid ; or, Trailing A "Bad" Man to Texas, 

272 The Bradys at Fort Yuma ; or, The Mix-up with the "King of 

Mexico. ' • 

273 The Bradys and the Bond King; or, Working on a Wall 

274 The Bradys and Fakir Fred; or, 

Fair. 

275 The Bradys' California Call ; or, Hot Work in Hangtown. 

276 The Bradys' Million Dollar. Camp; or, Rough Times in Rattle- 

snake Canyon. 

277 The Bradys and the Black Hounds; or, The Mystery of the Midas 

Mine. 

278 The Bradys Up Bad River; or, After the Worst Man of All. 

279 The Bradys and "Uncle Hiram" ; or, Hot Work with a Hayseed 

Crook. 

280 The Bradys and Kid King; or, Tracking the Arizona Terror. 

281 The Bradys' Chicago Clew ; or, Exposing the Board of Trade 

Crooks. 

282 The Bradys and Silver King ; or, After the Man of Mystery. 

283 The Bradys' Hard Struggle ; or, The Search for the Missing 

Fingers. 

284 The Bradys in Sunflower City; or. After "Bad" Man Brown. 

285 The Bradys and "Wild Bill" ; or, The Sharp Gang of Sundown. 

286 The Bradys in the Saddle; or, Chasing "Broncho Bill." 

28 7 The Bradys and the Mock Millionaire; or. The Trail which Led to 
Tuxedo. 

28 8 The Bradys' Wall Street Trail; or. The Matter of X-Y-Z. 

289 The Bradys and the Bandits' Gold ; or. Secret Work In the Southwest. 

290 The Bradys and Captain Thunderbolt; or. Daring Work in Death 

291 The Bradys' Trip to Chinatown; or, TraJ^fean Opinm Fiend. 

292 The Bradys and Diamond Dan; ogg^^H^stery of the John Street 
Jewels. ^^^r^ 



Street 



The Mystery of the County 



Address on Receipt of Price, 5 Cents per Copy, by 

24 Union Square, New York. 



IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 

of our libraries, and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 
in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re- 
turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 



FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 190 

Dear Sir — Enclosed find cents for which please send me: 

.copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos 

" WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos ... . 

" FRANK READE WEEKLY, Nos. : 

"PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos..... 

" SECRET SERVICE, Nos , . , . ., 4 

" THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos 

" Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos. . , . „ "\ 

Name ; Street and No Town State. ..... . 



u 
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u 



